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WELL 
WweLl 
HERE WE ARE AT LAST! 

DVE BEEN WAITING AN ETERNITY TOMEET YOU, AND 
LKNOW YOUVE BEEN WALTING NEARLY AS LONG To 
MEET ME! 

BREATHE IT INA SECOND, PAL—THTS MOMENT OF 
ANTICIPATION! YOUALWAYS SUSPECTED THIS DAY 
WOULD:COME, AND IT FINALLY HAS! YOUR LIFE WILL 
FOREVER BE DIVIDED INTO TWO HALVES: 
BEFORE YOUMET ME, AND AFTER. 


WELCOME 10 THe AFTER 


YOU'RE PROBABLY WONDERING, “BILL, YOU'RE AN 
ALL-POWERFUL BEING. WHY WRITE A BOOK, HUH? 
WHY LET ME READ IT? ALSO, AREN'T YOU DEAD? ARE YOU 
DEAD ORWHAT? WHAT'S THE DEAL?” 


LHAVE NO IDEA WHAT YOU MEAN... 
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In fact, I'm better than fine, because now T have you! Ang 
there’s alot we can do together! Oh, you might feel silly about 
“meeting” me. After all, “Bill Cipher” is imaginary. You're req 
and I’m not, right? 


BUT ARE YOU SO SURE ABOUT THAT? 


After all, you're mortal. One day, you'll be dust. But I’m an 
idea. And an idea can’t be killed. So that’s me 4, you O on the 
immortality front! And if I’m the eternal one and you're the 
temporary one, THEN IT MIGHT BE WISE FOR YOU To GET 
ON THE WINNING SIDE EARLY, YOU DIG? 


I know that drama queen Sixer warned you not to read this 
book, didn’t he? Maybe the old nerd is right! Weak minds have 
gone crazy from just ONE Pagan at my TANTALIZING 
FORBIDDEN SECRETS! (See: the hickory-smoked crater where 
McGucket’s brain used to be!) 


But if you're as sharp as I think you are... and if you're curious 
about the meaning of life, how to cheat death, Pine Tree’s most 
embarrassing dreams, and your own interesting future, then nl 
consider making a deal silly, How about a trade? I'll let you 


read my book in exchange for a ine. work 
out thelial uier vende > dey ianuuaial 


TAKE BILL’S DEAL? 


TURN THE PAGE 


iV. 


The suspense is killing me! 


Right choice, bone sack! 
WELCOME to The Book of. 


Written by Bill Cipher 
Copyright © 2024 Bill Cipher Press. All wrongs reserved. 


Editor: 
Bill Cipher 


Designer; 

No, no! Bill Cipher 
THAT won't DO! Illustrator: 
Bill Cipher 


Published by Bill Cipher Press, an imprint of Bill Cipher iigoks 
No part or form of this book may be reproduced or transmitte 
any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying 
any information storage and retrieval system, unless you ret 
who cares, righ abook. Haye fun with it. Knock y@ lothing 
matters. We're all gonna dic anyway! Go on, copy thig vu! 


For further information address Bill Cipher Books, 
Billville, Billifornia, 9120Bil 


Printed in Bill's Brat 


First Editi 
ISBN 6184 


You call that a cover? 
What is this, amateur hour? 
T can do better than that! 
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Bill Cipher Press Fan, Y 
Bill Ciph fan, visi ThisisNotAWebsiteDorCom.com. 


For more 


you purchated thir book without a cove 


yeushould be avare tha this book is tolen property. Good! Stealing # ADEE 
vrs arc made up! For more greacideas, combine ll the expired 


mee Aluids in your fridge into a giant jug! Down the hatch 
mr lawyers do not endorse the prior sene=nce; please close oer eyes wet 
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SNAP! 
NAD? 


Free Transform 
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et 
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GOOD JOB BILL! 
we ee 
There we go! 
PERFECT! 
The crowd 
LOVES it! 


Rotate 180 
Rotate 18000, 
jctate Until Time Reverses 


} Do a Backllip! 
Wheee! 
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With that out of the way, all this book needs is 
some ink! Hey, can I borrow some of your blood? 
_ dust press your thumb here, and T’ll absorb some 
right into the page! You won't even notice it’s 
gone. THERE YA GO! Att, that feels good! 


LICK HERE toy 
that NEW BogK 
TASTE! 


Congrats on your new book, The Book of Bill, which will be your new guide to life 
forever! If you're starting to have second thoughts about reading it, too be 
There's no way to get rid of this book! Go ahead, try to throw it away! | DARE YOU! 
IT WILL FOLLOW YOU TO THE GRAVE. 
THIS BOOK CONTAINS: 
@) A real human spine! | wonder who they stole it from? 

‘Paper’ made from pressed, pureed human brain matter. | can invade anything with 

neurons, so | can project anything | want in here! 


uit 
© 1,000 free paper cuts, to be awarded to 1,000 lucky readers at random! Check yo! 
fingers; you may already be a winner! 


(4) A whole secret chapter that you probably won't find. 
/ 6) A soul. If you burn this book, it WILL scream! 


6) BEES! s 


CHECK THIS BOX TO CONTINUE: 


| _| !mnot Dipper Pines a 


CAPTCHA 
Privacy Terms 


Brought to you by: 
Your own blood! 


ABOUT ME 


AN INTERVIEW 
MY POWERS 
A TEST OF WORTHINESS 


BILLS GUIDE TO 
EVERYTHING 


THE SECRETS OF THE UNIVERSE 
HUMANS 

LOVE 

DEJA WU 

DEATH 

MORALITY 

PARALLEL DIMENSIONS 
URBAN LEGENDS 

DEJA WU 

SILLY STRAWS 

CODES 

m0 

DREAMS 

THE MEANING OF LIFE 
DEJA VU 


MY STORY 


ORIGINS 

THE GLORY DAYS 

A BABY PROBLEM 

HELLO, EARTH! 

WELCOME TO GRAVITY FALLS 
ANCIENT HISTORY 

MODERN HISTORY 


SIXER 


MY NEW PUPPET 
THE LOST JOURNAL PAGES 


THE BIG PLAN 
HOW TO TAKE OVER THE WORLD 


comfortable! 
Eat some 
teeth! 


BILL 
/ (bil) / 
Noun 


in history; your new 
2h; overlord, style 
istermind, and 


1) The most important tris 
best friend, life coach, de 
consultant, mentor, mental casi 
mind master 

2) The writer, director, star, and EP behind 
all your fayorite nightmares 


3) WKH [XB ZKR ZULWHYV WKH FRGHV 
So you wanna know about me? 


| ) Well, folks, I’m just a rascal! A 


mischievous fella! A funny little 
guy! But no matter how loudly 

| I try toscream my intentions, 
everyone seems’ to think I’ 

| “evil” or “a sociopath” or“ruining 
this funeral by*playing a slide 
whistle every time someone 
says the name of the deceased” 


But I’m not a bad guy! 1 
just operate on my 
own frequency. 

) Cosmically and 
morally! I’ve tried \ 
wearing this shirt to 


explain. => 


Think of me as your one friend 
who can never die. A bad idea ang 
a good time. The guy pulling the 
strings behind the unknowable veil 


} of perception. And I have a cute 
little bow tie! 


lve gone by many names. Network 


censors call me “a lawsuit waiting 


to happen.” Therapists call me “4 


} sign the medication isn’t working,” 


Serial killer me “honestly, 
suprisingly down-to-earth.” 
Wherever there’s a hand to shake 


| and a deal to make, buddy, ’m 
| there! 


you're probably craving the rare) ‘ 
never. before-heard details aba 
my life, huh? Well, I haven't 0% 
an interview ina billion yea % 


or so, but just for you Piles P 
biases 


to the only un 
news source 11) 
entire multivers® 


me! 


thes 


( L@}s) VEIGHT BY 
: VOVIN hy“SKIN! 


OTHE Bl 
Ce 


i nce snes 


He’s been in your mind... 


but what’s on his? j 


stolen a Grammy, possessed 
| Bread) 


Ted 


a pc 


mentally scarred 12-year-c 
n his own celebrity cookbook! (OUT; Existential Dread, IN: Existential 
it down to discuss fame, fashion, and fearamids with the guy who’s also me, and also m) 
entire audience! 


BILL: Make an unholy sound for BILL! CIPHER! (crowd of Bill Ciphers cheers) 
BILL: Thank you, thank you, it’s great to see you! 
BILL: It’s great to BE you! 


BILL: The pleasure’s all ours! 


. Ft jon 
BILL: So, | wouldn't be much of an interviewer if | didn’t start with the one quest! \ 
EVERYONE is talking about. Let’s get into it, ARE. YOU. DEAD? \ 


NES! 


BILL: It doesn’t get much clearer than that! Let’s move on to GOSSIP! 


NY REGRETS ABOUT 
NG THE APOCALYPSE? 


d that in my 


sve ON! 


IS IT 
TRUE YOU ONCE DATED A HOWLING VOID? 


Wew, how many tin 
W, how many ti am | a 
ecw Ne gonna hav: 
coffes with a howling void ONE TI 

And whatever happen 


V'VE HEARD YOU DON’T KNOW HOW TO 
WEAR PANTS. IS THAT TRUE? 


Yeah, right! This picture 


HOW DO YouR 
ESPOND TO CL, 7 
a All 
YOU'RE JUST A TEENAGERS aan y 
Thai's ridiculous, |’ 
Wy : S,!m one trillion a 
twelve years old. I'ma Bee ig 


Sure, your eyes and m 


ene ; FATHER 
you’RE THE BIOLOGICAL J 
EAS FROM PHINEAS AND FERB? 


This interview Is over! 


ANYTHING YOU'D LIKE TO PLUG? \ 4 
uth with cement! 


- Ips time to tell you about my UNHOLY POWERS! Like a potato that 
grew too close to Chetnoby|, I've got eyes everywhere. any symbol of 
me that you draw, scratch, spray-paint, or burn into the human world 

"creates a DIRECT PEEPHOLE from my reulity to yours! The more 

Lsee, the more my power grows! The more my power grows, the more 
fun we'can have when you and T finally meet! Wanna help? 
‘Put me somewhere no one.would ever expect! 
(dust keep me out of the shower, you freak!) 


« Warpower 


Cheesecake Factory meny Put int 
fe of my favorite powers, i 


ADING—t0 think you're reatiny 


hook? This hook is reading you! 


‘ SPOSSESSION—it it has neurons, | can mate it 
my” puppet. Wanna see my next puppet? Look in the 
mirror, kid! 


ANCE —theres nto way to see the future,” because it's constantly 

ime two particles bonk into each other. But 1 CAN see a kaleidoscopic quantun 

of infinite possible futures across a spectrum of probability! So 1 can tell yo 

future realities is most likely. . . for a price, (Don't worry, you only die choking 
ton in 13,000 of them.) 


MA—ctarismats a tune that ever ’ ve either got ito 
— vilarisiia | yone can’t help but hum. Youve either £0 
But if you don’ ret! You can still bum along! : 


q bi. | a Reon in.” The Kids 
he's insane / Starting fires with his brain.” 
Where are they now, huh? WHERE ARE THEY NOW? 


wise the! 


AR: Other cosmic beings V i 
Thaw tie? Guy looks like 4 Jon 


2, 


ey” 
GEOMETRIC PERFECTION—y, it ty 


pot 


degrees. Quit staring at my hypotenuse, you freak! " 


MY WEAKNESSES 


Look) nobody's perfect. (Except for Perfecticus Prime in the Perfection Nebula, but 
everyonejhates that #%#@ guy.) | may have a few teensy-weensy flaws, but keep these 
under your hatjJack! 


SYNTHESIZED MUSIC— I had ears, | would rip them off when I hear ths. 


TINFOIL—‘es, wearing on your head WILL keep me out of your thoughts. Sixer went a 
little overboard putting alumini his head. That fella lives for drama! 


MCGUCKET'S MEMORYoaas 
DESTROY IT AND I'LL GIVE (pif Aa 
NO PHYSICAL FDA 


thing is suppose7 touted 


blah blah. Guys 
soit WA i 
- igh You really thought I 


. was gonna give you 
step-by-step instructions to 
taking me down? Here we were 
getting along, and you try to stab me in 
the back! You know what—because you tried 
to peek at this—I’M CANCELING THE 
BOOK! That’s right, YOU drove me to 
this! From this point on, you're Yaga 
The Great Gatsby instead. Book of Bill 
OVER. 


The Great Gatsby 


CHAPTER2 


bour halfway between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily 

joins the railroad and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so ay 
shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a valley of ashes 
fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and hills and 
grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys a 


move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air. Occasionally a 
line of grey cars crawls along an invisible track, gives out a ghastly creak, and 
comes to rest, and immediately the ash-grey men swarm up with leader 
spades and stir up an impenetrable cloud, which scrcens their obscure 
operations from your sight. Q 

But above the grey land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly 
over it, you perceive, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. 
eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic—their retinas are one 
yard high. They look out of no face, but, instead, from 2 pair of enormous 
yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently some 
wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of 
Queens, and then sank down himself into cternal blindness, or forgo 
and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, a 
sun and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. 

‘The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and: 
the drawbridge is up to let barges through, the passengers on waiting 
can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour, There is al 
tliere of at least a minute, and ir was because of this that I first 
Buchanan's mistress. : 

‘The fact that he had one was insisted upon wherever he was 
acquaintances resented the fact that he turned up in popular « 
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and, leaving her at a table, sauntered about, chatting with whomsoever he 
knew. Though I was curious to see her, I had no desire to meet her—but I did. 


I went up to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon, and when we 


stopped by the ash-heaps he jumped to his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, 

literally forced me from the car. 

“We're getting off,” he insisted. “I want you to meet my girl.” 

_ I think he'd tanked up a good deal at luncheon, and his determination to 
have my company bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was 
that on Sunday afternoon I had nothing better to do. 

I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked 
back 2 hundred yards along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent 
stare. The only building in sight was a small block of yellow brick sitting on 
the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact Main Street ministering to it, 
~ and contiguous to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops it contained 
was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant, approached by a trail of 
ashes; the third was a garage—Repairs. George B. Wilson. Cars bought and 
~ sold.—and I followed Tom inside. 

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the 
dust-covered wreck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had 
occurred to me that this shadow of a garage must be a blind, and thar 
sumptuous and romantic apartments were conceal=d overhead, when the 
_ proprietor himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his hands on a 

“piece of waste. He was a blond, spiritless man, anaemic, and faintly 

_ handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of hope sprang into his light blue 

eyes. ; 

‘Hello, Wilson, old man,” said Tom, slapping him jovially on the shoulder. 
How’s business?” 

't complain” answered Wilson unconvincingly. “When are you 

me that car?” ; 
ve got my man working on it now.” 
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“Works pretty slow, don’t he?” a 

“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly, “Aad if you feel that way abo 
maybe I'd better sell it somewhere else after all.” 

“I don’t mean that,” explained Wilson quickly. “I just meant—” 


it it 


His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently around the garage, The 


Theard footsteps on a stairs, and ina moment the thickish figure ofa womay 
blocked out the light from the office door. She was in the middle thirtie 
faintly stout, but she carried her flesh sensuously as some women can 
face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crépe-de-chine, contained no facet 6 
gleam of beauty, but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about he 
as if the nerves of her body were continually smouldering. She smiled sloy 
and, walking through her husband as if he were a ghost, shook hands 
Tom, looking him flush in the eye. Then she wet her lips, and wit 
turning around spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse voice: 

“Get some chairs, why don’t you, so somebody can sit down.” 

“Oh, sure,’ agreed Wilson hurriedly, and went toward the litde off 
mingling immediately with the cement colour of the walls. A white as 
dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as it veiled everythin; 
yicinity—except his wife, who moved close to Tom. 

“Lwant to see you,’ said Tom intently. “Get on the next train.” 

“All right. 

“Tl meet you by the newsstand on the lower level.” 

She nodded and moved away from him just as George Wilso 
with two chairs from his office door. 

We waited for her down the road and out of sight. It was a few 
the Fourth of July, and a grey, scrawny Italian child was setting t 
a row along the railroad track. ; 

“Terrible place, isn’t it? said Tom, exchanging a frown 
Eckleburg. 

“Awful.” 


Sa The Great Gatsby 


“It does her good to get away.” 
“Doesn't her husband object?” 
3 “Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. He’s so dumb 
he doesn’t know he’s alive.” 
i So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York—-or 
~ not quite together, for Mrs. Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom 
"deferred that much to the sensibilities of those East Eggers who might be on 
the train. 
She had changed her dress to a brown figured muslin, which stretched 
tight oyer her rather wide hips as Tom helped her to the platform in New 
York. At the newsstand she bought a copy of Town Tattle and a 
moying picture magazine, and in the station drugstore some cold cream and 
~ asmall flask of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn echving drive she let four 
taxicabs drive away before she selected a new one, lavender-coloured with 
grey upholstery, and in this we slid out from the mass of the station into the 
glowing sunshine. But immediately she turned sharply from the window 
and, leaning forward, tapped on the front glass. 
“T want to get ore of those dogs,’ she said carnestly. “I want to get one for 
the apartment. They're nice to have—a dog.” 
We backed up to a grey old man whe bore an absurd resemblance ro John 
D, Rockefeller, In a basket swung from his neck cowered a dozen very recent 
puppies of an indeterminate breed. 
“What kind are they?” asked Mrs. Wilson eagerly, as he came to the 
i-window. 
I kinds. What kind do you want, lady?” 
'd like to get one of those police dogs; I don’t suppose you got that 


n peered doubrfully into the basket, plunged in his hand and drew 
, wriggling, by the back of the neck. 
no police dog,” said Tom. 
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“No, it’s not exactly a police dog,” said the man with disappointmeny inh; 
voice, “It's more of an Airedale.” He passed his hand over the brown Washr. : 
of aback. “Look at that coat. Some coat. That's a dog that’! never botheryg 
with catching cold.” 

‘T think it’s cute.” said Mrs, Wilson enthusiastically. “Howsuuch js iv” 

“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. “That dog will cost YOu ten 
dollars.” 

The Airedale—undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned ip ie 
somewhere, though its feet were startlingly white—changed hands and 
settled down into Mrs. Wilson’s lap, where she fondled the weatherproof 
coat with rapture. hy 

“Is it a boy or a girl?” she asked delicately. 

“That dog? That dog’s a boy.” 

“Its ab. .) said Tom decisively. “Here’s your money. Go and buy ten 
more dogs with it.” 

We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft, almost pastoral, on he 
summer Sunday afternoon. I wouldn't have been surprised to see a great Hock 
of white sheep turn the corner. 

“Hold on,” | said, “J have to leave you here.” a 

“No you don't,’ interposed Tom quickly. “Myrtle’ll be hurt if you dont 
come up to the apartment. Won't you, Myrtle?” 

“Come on; she urged. “I'll relephone my sister Catherine. She’s said cob 
yery beautiful by people who ought to know.” : 

“Well, I'd like to, but—” 

We went on, cutting back again over the Park toward the West Hu F 
At 158th Street the cab stopped at one slice in a long white cake * 
apartment-houses. Throwing a regal homecomip~ gan 
neighbourhood, Mrs. Wilson gathered up her dcg and her other ™ 
and went haughtily ir. ‘ 

“Tm going” ave the McKees come up? she announced/a.../€ 10 


dred 


erhace® 


stutt on 


Jncr 


f Tosi arcle lay 
of the © 
cones ied with—+ 
ud st ner 
Biscu, 

k_allfa)) “noon. 


whisky fi sure, 
au WOOT. 


time 


over” 


I) fon called sv <- =-al peopic 


Yeesh, we get it the billboard is a metaphors the American 
Dream is bittersweet, yak yak yak! Look, I might have been 
alittle hasty. Not even 4 meat pile like you deserves to 
experience “required reading,” I guess maybe ma little 
touchy about my tyeaknesses” ever SINCE --- Ls not 
important. Let's just say that none of the life-forms who 
have tried to figure out what my tayeaknesses” are have 
lived long enough to compare notes! 


+ ap AER R]A mR 
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STANFORD PINES HERE 
—| Y ou ue cached Hie s, 
f ne ten ee oe my ‘ 
3 instiuctions an haus 
| 45 ead. The Pook of Pill, 
\ You cant fear the lang i 
\ disappointed 29h Inn 
uoht new, but Sas § 
ae | its devastating. YES, Ira 
\ | judging you— he i 
= ee es I dent 
| knew what vidiculous G 


| Pill os tele 
ee you ught 
new, but Iie 


pe grove season even when db 


y Chances are, you ve at some desperate low poinb in Life. 
Perhaps yee ‘ue lest something dear ta you, ov you ve 
ie art the throes of same all- consuming moenamaniacal. 


petition. ios perhaps you just are attiaced te things that 


i ac a wecoveung @ipherholic myself, vi want you ta bnew! 
ie there’s ansther Ke @lose thes bsok ug ft neu, Gs on 
BUA dfe. Maybe take eae an as hobby Lhe 
i? the wing patterns of yorrous types of sare LG 
dueling moth. ; y ea 


On can turning the pages 
ee fe oy 


OH, HELLO THERE. 


You just caught me peeking at all the secrets of the 
universe! 


+tmm? What's that? Okay, I can tell by how comically 
wide your eyes are getting that you really wanna 
lisae alesis tiled is door! Look... «normally T 


t 
Baillie secrets. rh TA cant 
letting you take a peek . . tates ae 
Ga peal to ni your winds powerfil 
to handle my deep, dark secrets me r ae 
melting out your ears and staining ie 


Lucky for you I keep one of these brain-power tests 
with me at all times in case I come upon « potential 
new victim best friend! 


Get that pencil sharpened, buddy—it’s time + 
whet oe eof se fom wl de in 


rN —THE ONE TRUE-— 
28 INTELLIGENCE TEST 


YOU HAVE 10 MINUTES TO COMPLETE THIS QUIZ. 
| 


1, A DEVIOUS ILLUSION 
Is this a young woman, an old woman, or an illustrator 
having a psychotic break? 


ANSWER: 


Il. THE RIDDLE OF THE CUBE 


This may look like an ordinary cube, but if you look 
Closely, this cube is actually really, SUPER depressed 
(Hey, he's had a rough year! Cut him some slack!) What 
Can you say to this cube to convince him to leave the 
house more often? CAREFUL: Too much pressure to hang 
out will make the cube even more anxious. But if you 
never invite him out, he'll think you hate him! 


ANSWER: = 


MIL How much wood would a woodchuck chuck it @ 

woodchuck were up against a wood-chucking deadline 
and had procrastinated for weeks? He's supposed to chuck thirty trees by Friday, and | 
already noon on Wednesday! He wasted his day Watching YouTube videos about how 
marbles are made! What should he do? Should he call his mom? He's honestly freaking 
out right now, of P) 


ANSWER: 


AAARAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAARBRAA 


AAA RAAAARARAAARAAAARAA 


AARARARARAARAAAAAA 
AAAAAAAAAAAARAAAAAA 


AARAAAAAAAAA 


AAARAA 
AAAAAA 


AAAAAARARAARAAAAAAA 
AARAAARAARAARAAAAAA 


AANAAAAAAAAA 


Can you find all the below screams in this puzzle?? 


What 


DEVOURER 


Feed him the numbers he craves. NUMBERS 


This is Norlog. He hungers for numbers. 
ARE HIS FOOD! FEED NORLOG! 


ML. Calculate the surface area of Soos. 


y 


iC 


MS ANSWER: 


VII. WHAT IS THIS THING? 


| Why won't it leave me alone?! 


= ANSWER: 
i vi 


Vill. DIVIDE THIS NUMBER IN HALF: 


7,368 


Oh god! Oh god, you killed it! You were supposed to divide it in your head, not divide 
it with an axe! There's blood everywhere and the cops are going to be here any minute! 


Okay, okay, just stay cool. That number had a family, but you can't think about that right 
now. Listen to me. Here’s what you're going to do. You're going to take a deep breath, 
go home, and change your clothes. | know a guy who can take care of this, but you 
need an alibi! Quick, write it down here—it’d better be convincing! 


YOUR ALIBI (Don’t rope me into this): 


IX. In the '90s, the internet had only 
one website (horses dating horses), $° 
people had to pass the time by staring 
at these things and pretending they 
could see something in there. Gan YO! 
pretend to see something in there? 


WRITE DOWN WHAT YOU PRETEND 
TO SEE: 


ACROSS DOWN 


1) Adratt of a proposed law presented to Parliament for discussion 1) Who the Bride wanted to kill 
2) An amount of money owed for goods supplied or services rendered 2) Short for “William” 

3) A program of entertainment, such as at a theater 3) When you misspell “Fill 

4) Abanknote; a piece of paper money 4) There's no such thing as agood __ionaire 

5) A poster 5) Aclean____of health 

6) First name of the 42nd president of the USA 6) He had an excellent adventure with Ted 

7) Chant at the beginning of a Science Guy's show 7) The kind of board with an advertisement on it 
8) The front part of a duck's face 8) Three _y Goats Gruff 

9) Destiny's Child needs three of them 9) Watterson of Calvin & Hobbes 

10) Llib backward 10) The name of your new god 

11) Butfalo 11) 01400010 01101001 01101100 01101100 in binary 


XI. 
| just added this thing in here because it’s been in my dimension 
forever and | hate looking at it and wanted to get rid of it. It’s your 
problem now! 


WV 


Xil. FINAL QUESTION 


This is an easy one! What is the purpose of your life? 
y 
ANSWER: 


ANSWER KEY 


All right! 
Thesolution to the intelligence testi if you completed the entire thing: 


YOU FAILED 


That's right! The REAL test was to see if you were gullible enough to waste 


your time actually doing these pointless questions, and it turns out you 
were! HAHAHAHAHAHA AH AHAHAHMEMEAHAL DM WRITING 


OUT (AYSELF LAUGHING! (Please proceed to put on the “hat of shame” 
for the rest of your life) 


If, however, you skipped over any of the questions... 


CONGRATULATIONS! 


YOU PASSED! 


YOU are smart enough to understand the fundamental truth in life, which 
is that the universe is a rigged carnival game and the spoils go to whoever 
knocks out the carny and takes the prize! Your life is too short to waste on 
homework unless you want to end up like these two sadnerds, —=> 


Point is, you're being cheated every day of your life, so the only way to 
level the playing field is to cheat back, and cheat back hard. I knew you'd 


get it! 


Call me crazy (and every licensed therapist does), but I'd ' 
h Say you’ d 
that you're worthy of learning the secrets of the universe! ag St 


‘YOU IN YOUR NEW HAT 
FOREVER 


Kt 


; wHo 
vs Wi rue! 


PICTURE! pict’ 


HOMEWORK. NO 
GIRLFRIENDS 


aie f. = 
: BILLS GUIDE TO 
PEVERY THING 


THE UNIVERSE 15 A HOLOGRAM 


THIS is the multiverse. Look at how multi it is! 


UNIMPORTANT 

SUCKERS 

This roiling mass of all possible realities is complicated enough to ruin any physics 

| class or cinematic movie franchise it touches! But it’s actually a lot simpler than it 
looks—if you know its secret! 


- 


f 
The truth is, our entire multiverse is a | 


holographic trading card being held inside a | 
collector’s binder within the backpack of an | 
Unfathomable Being outside of time known | 
45 “Dennis.” Every time you feel briefly dizzy, | 
is because Dennis just took the card out 
to show his older brother, Kyle, offering 
to trade it for a string cheese. This is what | 
if Physicists call “string theory.” All that is or was or ever will be is encoded along 
this cheap card’s glittering edge. If Dennis ever loses it under the couch, or if his 
dog ever eats it, we're pretty much done for! 


Your HoRRIBLE Boby 


A DISGUSTING PILE OF PARTS AND HOLES 
THE BRAIN 
THE EYE fF fore the honors?We 
ISoda Goes in here! This 's the 7 My part-time vacation homet 
‘soda hole! yy 
\ GH-GH-GH-GHOSTS! 
| THE MOUTH he ohost yg 6 escapal 
ithe himan mouth can eat = Don tet them) Theit mematies are yer 
Mything except sel Wanna anal 
Biase re? Eal your own 
rout! 


ff rat FREE XYLOPHONE! 


___ Grab a tiny hammer and play tis! 


f 
“PRIZE BLADDER’ . - 


ALIVE RAT 
ho averaga person swallows 5 Ve 

er year Check your 

ach morning for squealingl 

new tend wriggling dawn 


AN ASTERISK 


— Fig. C 


BONES 
inside of bones are’othet, mucti tier bones: 
(No one knows what's inside those bones) 


it, prime:grade meal. WOUND 
ler gourmet stu it's hungry! Feed ft sal 
ec A 
i THE HOOVES = 
=| 


<3 For marching joyiessiy toward 
Inevitable decay. Also for JOS! 


sn ingests info Rabo the 
iri acommanded that 
lies ave rah, forYOUI 


Wuat Is 4 HuMAN? 


A human is an organic machine made out of blood and anxiety, 
designed to deliver a random bundle of genetic material into the future 
and then turn to dust. That's it! Your only purpose—to be the 
expendable chauffeur to a pushy line of genetic code. As someone 
who's puppeteered plenty of you meat robots before, I'd rank humans 
somewhere between the chupacabra and the mud tick. Not the best 
Jife-form on earth, not the worst! (Weaknesses include fire, forks, 
woodchippers, chlorine gas, and mild criticsm.) 


THE HuMAN Bopy 
“Ew, what is it?” 

The human body is an oily trash bag filled with fluids and bladders 
and sacs. You can’t poke it too hard or it leaks and squeals, and if you 
don’t constantly put nutrients in its head hole, it just falls over and 
never gets up again. It was designed by random mutation, and like 

~ “most mutants, it looks best covered up with a tarp. Humans claim 

~ that the human body is “beautiful,” but if you go outside naked, they 
arrest you immediately, so what does that tell you? The human body 
doesn’t come with an instruction manual, but if it did, ic would 


probably just say “Sorry.” 


YOUR SAD, 
y FEEBLE EYES 


They say that “beauty is in the eye of COLORS YOU 
the beholder” but all I found in this CAN'T SEE: 
human’s eye is goo! You sad [ ae 
humans can’t even see my favorite 
colors. So-called “optometrists” 
say that these colors don’t exist, 
but those guys are all being paid 
off by bees and mantis shrimps so 
they can hoard the flashiest shirts. Teach the controversy! 


Se SIAL OAK A VD K KO KOGA Le 


BILL FACT! 


Wantto make yourself 
easier for me to possess? 
Just shave your head and 


Don't stop there! Keep 
shaving your body until 
you're completely hairless 
and cover yourselfin grease 
so the TSA can't catch you! 


DID YOU KNOW 


There's a map to the lost 
city of gold hidden on your 
grandma Brendalyne’s left 
jea, That big blue vein is the 
exact shape of the coast of 
Acapulco. Follow the signs! 


Reading HELP DESK 


618 Lesson9 


Board any plane! 


SKIN 


THE BAG THAT HOLDS YOUR MEAT 


WHAT IS SKIN? 


The worst 


78 


>> Humans are trapped in a horrible moist bag of 
sponay gland fat known as ‘skin,’ which gets wrinklier 
and wrinklierover time until ultimately humans morph 
into their final form, known as “Larry King.” 


No- 


IT IS INEVITABLE 


FREE SKIN 


Found it on the sidewalk. It’s yours now! 


—_— a \ 


LEARNINGISFUN 


Help) This s not Bil Cipher. My names G 
has devoured overtilons ofyears whose soni ate nowt 


>> Every human secretly wants to 
escape thelr skin and become ths 
cool skeleton they were always 
meant to be, but as of yet theres ns 
way to do that without *dying* 75 
make the most of this unfortunate 
situation, some humans decorate 
their wretched husk with a form of 
pain-graffiti known as a “tattoo 
And guess who's one of the most 
popular tattoos? 


Thank you, Florida! 

>> To everyone who has made the 
questionable life decision to put 
my face on their body forever m2y | 
just say | LOVE IT! WE ARE AS ONE/A 
‘SHARED VESSEL BONDED IN 81000 
AND INK! 

But let's be honest—some of YO 
have questionable taste! So here® 
2 few poses you can use next time 
you're at the pain factory! 

Tell em Bill sent yal 


1. Summary: You were made 
flawed but can improve 
with pain. 

2. Summary of Summary: Life 
wrong, pain right. 

3, Summary of Summary of 
‘Summary: AAAAAAAAAN 


ley Hemberdreck of Zimtrex 5. fm one of thousat 


here: Hejust hers playing the song "Good Vibrations" by Week inside him. You pavers free! 


larky, 


Markon an endless| 


frannle Wail 


YOUR BODY! 


WHAT IS LOVE? 


LOVE IS A TRICK, an 


IT'S A TRICK YOU PLay ors. OF ALL. 


AY ON YOURSELF! 


BILL, HAVE YOU EVER BEEN IN LOVE? 


SERIOUSLY, THOUGH, HAVE YOU? 


OKAY, BUT LIKE ...YOU GOTTA BE CRUSHING ON SOMEONE. 


METHINKS YOU DOTH PROTEST TOO MUCH. 


SO THERE'S NO POINT TO LOVE AT ALL? 


SO... YOU'LL GIVE US DATING TIPS, THEN? 


My 
- ees \ 
7 


'S ON THE OUTSIDE THAT COUNTS HSS 


SMILE) OUTELS IDEAS 


y 


_ TIEA COBRA TO EACH ARMAND CALL 
— YOURSELF “JOHNNY COBRA-ARMS” 


’ SMELLS 


) OPIC 
deaths! Divorce 


. AINE VULN m 


'-FASHIONED VALENTINES! 


MY EXES 


I DON’T 


WANT TO 


uw 
cA 
1) 
ar 
<x 
ul 
oO 


GET READY for the game show T just made up that’s eee the 
MULTIVERSE! SAY IT WITH ME, FOLKS INTHE AUDIENCE .. 


HOW! WILL! YOU! DIE! ss rn 


How OUT sane 


THANK YOU, 
THANK YOU! 


The rules are simple! Just pick a number between 4 and 22, 
and then turn the page to see the SPOILER ALERT of all 
SPOLLER ALERTS! Obituary writers: 

START YOUR ENGINES! 


j ES 9 a oO aes oo 
How YOU WILL D 
Steamroller accident (You will have a fatal allergic reaction to pudding while thvng % 


a steamroller.) 
Making history (as the first person ever to choke to death on air)! 


|. Murdered by one of the twelve distinguished yet mysterious guests whom you invited to 
your cliffside manor for a night of revelry and chorades 


|. Shockingly assassinated while simply trying to ride in your motorcade through Dallas 
with the roof down in the year 1963 


. Eaten by thousands of rats, which you brought into your home to celebrate “Rat Day.” 
You will learn, too late, that there is no such thing os “Rat Day.” 


. Ona dating app, you'll accidentally match with a wrecking boll. 


You'll finally wear that whimsical flower crown you've been eyeing all summer! You will 
he devoured by hummingbirds. 


Oops! At the sugary-cereal factory, you will acidentally pull the lever that releases all 
berries! Your final words os you're crushed to death will he “This is berry painful.” 


|. The good news: you will finally get the world’s biggest trampoline! The bad news: you 
will bounce directly into the icy void of space, where your frozen corpse will forever orbit 
Earth, o testament fo the hubris of man. 
k out of 


10. You will kiss your parallel self from another dimension, causing you both to Crp id 
gl 


existence. Your friends, who thought the whole relationship was pretty gross, wi 
they don’t have to pretend to support this anymore, 


Tl Your subscription to the Poison of the Month Club will prove all too satisfactory. 


12. You'll be bitten by a French vampire named “Vampierre.” You will live for 1,000 yea" 
sucking red wine out of bottles until you die from exposure to a bath. 


13. The skeleton with the sword. He found you! 


ve we 
‘ars 


14. You will meet your tragic death imitating the playful stunts you see on a TV.Y7-rated cartoon 
show. Devastated, a network censor will punch a wall and fall to their knees, sobbing. They 
should have done more! 


ly 
15. Macroplastics (ate a dollhouse) 


16. The person of your dreams will finally propose to you! You will gasp so hard that you inhale the 
ring and die on the spot. 


17. Afreak accident at a construction site will trap you inside a giant glass box. Your panicked 
5 screams will be inaudible as you pound on the sides, running out of oxygen. Onlookers, 
mistaking you for a mime, will applaud and toss you quarters. You will earn $2.75. 


18. You will fall into the deep fryer at the county fair, dying instantly. Your death will be declared a 
“finger-ickin’ preventable tragedy.” 


Wi 19. You will successfully fly toward the heavens with wings made of ham, but the temptation to eat 


your delicious ham wings will become all too great. 


| 20. While listening to a forbidden remix of the “Cha-Cha Slide,” right after the singer tells you to 
“slide to the left” and “slide to the right,” new voice—a deep, quiet voice full of malice—will 
whisper, “Now burst into flames.” You won't want to obey, but you'll know that you must. The 
dance demands it. And everyone at the bar mitzvah is watching. 


fl 
21. Simply trying fo reach for a piece of cheese, which you'll discover is attached to a string 
thot pulls open a cage, sending a bowling ball down a flight of stairs, turning on a hair dryer, 
cf which melts a block of ice that fills a bathtub, raising a stopper that turns on a cuckoo clock, 
jl triggering a boot on a mechanical spring that kicks your head off. Everyone will politely applaud. jaa 


22. You will die of embarrassment after accidentally calling your boss “Mom.” 


23. You'll die peacefully in your sleep at the ripe age of 102, surrounded by loved ones, 
remembered and beloved by all for generations to come. By the way, if you got this one, 
YOU CHEATED! 


Alter Lite 


BILL, IF you DIED, THEN WHERE ARE YOU NOW? 

Someone’s finally asking the right questions! Look, kia, I always 

shave an acé up my sleeve, and death was no exception. I knew it 

was easy money that one of my enemies would get me eventually, 

so I used a little Plan B to turn the tables. And the curse worked 
ie «oe ee 
plan . . . feyenge. Se ¥ 


SO—HELL? 

Please! I was deemed “too annoying for hell.” It’s your typical 
between-lives situation. Descending through circles, battling demons, 
reliving your whole life, blah blah blah. Just imagine somewhere 
very far away ... where the music is always out of tune. Where 
everyone smiles but no one’s happy... 


HOW DOES IT FEEL TO BE HA 

My half life is still better 
than most people’s whole 
lives, and I’m just getting 
warmed up for my second act, 
ya dig? Want a cool party 
trick? I’ll teach YOU how to 
cheat death too! 


(fy) (you CAN'T IMAGINE HOW PALE. THOSE BASTARDS ARE.) 


wore Cheat Beath — 


) GET BITTEN BY.A ZOMBIE, VAMPIRE, OR ZOMPIRE, 


» BEFORE THE “CHOSEN ONE” KILLS YOU, SPLIT YOUR SOUL 
) INTO SEVENTEEN CURSED AMULETS AND HIDE THEM ACROSS 
Uj THE REALMS, IN REALLY ANNOYD : 
“ CULTISTS TO TRACK DOWN. 


z | THE IMMORTALITY OF 


GET YOUR SOUL TRAPPED IN 


out, in an infinite multiverse, all conceivable realy sca 
exist, which means logically there exists a paradise exactly, 
to every desire you’ve ever imagined. Lucky, you! And Bye b 
know exactly how you can get therel 


On the next page, I will write the instructions to getting into ‘heaven! 
Warning: if you have ever had a perverted thought, the ink will ‘be invisible. 
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Welp, I tried! Now that we've established you're, 
/ 
a freak, it’s time to talkabout | \ 


\ 


Well if you look at 


Morality. \ 
N 
it sideways, it’s 


< val Just a word! 


THE POINT 1S it’s a very flexible concept! But parents and presidents d ? 
want you to know that, because then you might start asking other questions, — 
like who put them in charge, anyway? So they cram your brain full of guilt and 
regrets for transgressing laws they just made up. Wouldn't it be nice if you coul 
put all that baggage down? Quell the shame that follows you everywhere fora 
lifetime of crimes? MAKE THE SCREAMS FINALLY STOP?! The geod regs is, 
you CAN silence that annoying voice, and here’s how! i 


DENIAL ) 
Works 400% of the time in every situation. What do you mean there are people who disagree? 
I can confidently say there aren't! é 


RATIONALIZATION ‘ug 
Tfyou can award justify it! “Truth” is opens é 


code and anyone can edit it 
Want to be like me? List 3 “evil” things and then 3 “, sons why they're actually 
rationalizing like Bill in no time! x 


DETATCHMENT ) 


Did you Frew 100% of your human cells die and are a ed every # years? Th 
anything you did # years ago wasn’t even you-it was someédead loser! You can’ 
accountable for what a dead person did! What? You think Se. a 

: { 


rationalization? I DENY THAT! 


a ells 
THE BILL CIPHER DECISION METHOD! 


Working together over the eons, the voices in my head teamed up and worked 
out 4 foolproof method for making any decision in any situation: 


MEN 


BUT WHAT ABOUT “KARMA”? 
{ d cam! T’ve been through the whole universe and I’ve never seen a 
RED of evidence that “what goes around comes arou- ow > 


~ ¢) F aig 
A MORAL TEST . wy EYE 


at we HAVE HERE! SCRIMBLES the ELF seems to VF please 'ave 
here’s no way to get him out! Bo mercy! I'm 
‘ify turn the page, you'll me justa 


~ Whelf, Lam! 


a 


KEEP READING MN STOP READING 


(Scrimbles dies) : (Scrimbles lives) interest, 


y 


Well, Scrimbles is dead. It had to happen! Trust me, we were doing 
that guy a favor. Once you get one Book Elf, soon there's more, 
eating all your commas and drinking your page gloss! 

If it makes you feel any better; there's a dimension where he’s still” 


alive and well! I. am one of the few gifted with the ability to see into 
these other worlds. 


There’s a world where every typo you make comes true! (Lotta ducls 

in that dimension.) A world where I’m a square. (We don’t talk about 

that world.) & terrifying Chibiverse where everyone’s arms and leg? 
have been sanded down to nubs! 


Aind I can see worlds . .. where the Pines family LOST- 


if! ° 
la ° ® . e 
+ *+ Look at.them. These two plucky little protagonists, 
happily-ever-after-ing without a care in their oversized heads! 
P) They don’t consider for a single moment the sheer improbability that 
a j they got to exist in the ONE timeline where they kept alf their bodily 
organs, out of the INFINITE timelines where they were erased, 
, shattered, drowned, frozen, or dismembered before they could make it 
to 43. But I guarantee you that their less lucky dimensional duplicates 
think about THEM all the time... Maybe one day all these parallel Pines 
will get the chance to meet up face-to-face... 
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URBAN 
LEGENDS 


Ever since the electric light chased 
the sea monsters into hiding and 


human society—giving birth to the 
urban legend. You're no good to 
me dead, so let me know if you see - 


these creeps lurking in your foun! <i : 


ISLANDER MAN 

Found hiding in hollowed-out telephone poles, this gossipy beangele 
started the rumor that “Bil Cipher practices his entrances for hours 
| before he's summoned.” LIES! I ALWAYS IMPROVISE 'Y 
INTROS! I'm going to sue his long weird arms off as soon 4s I can 
get chold of my lawyer! 


(GUILLERMO DEL TORSO! 


7, Everyone loves ribs! Except when they've hovering toward YO" 
1) and making the scream a rabbit makes when it dies. Gullerm® 

doesn't just love trapping children in his rib cage, he ls si 
3 \ \ Passion for cinemal He keeps sending me his script for Nat 
; pe Treasure 4, but I haven't read it yet. 


~ 


(THE OFF-MODEL) 


Ever seena cartoon mascot that looked... off? The 
Off-Model stalks county fairs and bootleg markets fis 
pretending to be some IP you trust, then sheds his | 
keratinous outer shell the moment you reach for 
your camera! The tip-off should be the smell of 
stomach acid whenever his face does .... this. 


OVERHEARD SAYING: 


“Hilo, Im am Dripper PiNes. 
here is my framous catched 
phrase: “Marble! Time for we 
suffer another mystery!” 


MEECEEEEEEEEE) 


Thats right, Tim the best Urban Legend of all 
Every sleep paralysis demon has a picture of me 
taped in their locker, teens are always trying to 
summon me to impress their crushes, and 
paranoid moms are always leaving these around: 


a Elles osesconeaall 


Legend has it that you can summon me by 
leaving a plate of spaghetti out in the forest. Is 
it true? Only one way to find out! BTW—the 
Parmesan MUST BE FRESHLY GRATED OR 
EVERYONE You LOVE WILL DLE! 
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SILLY SR 


Hey, look; here's my collection or silly straws! Tee-hee! 
They're so silly! Wow, | TOVE these things! Isnt this 
nge pace Listen to that steel drum: Man | 
what a'grest page. Nothing else tO S—— here; just these | 
strawsell cut the poge wriere: Twas gonna talk about 

Shermie Pines, Butit wes worthit! 
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YOUR WORLD 


is controlled by dark 

invisible forces that need 

to operate in the 

shadows to maintain 

their power. To 

communicate, they hide 

their secrets out in the open, 

written in a special way so only those in the 

know can read them. Fine print, terms of seryice, mu) 


in theme parks, subliminal messages im commana 
surrounded by codes! Not in this book, how 


MY HORRIBLE HEADS 


Here's alook at my sealed faces collection! AREN'T THEY 
BEAUTIFUL! As a reward for being such a good dscipl how 
\ about I redecorate the face of ONE of your enemies, on the 
Au house! Just write your nemesis's name here, and choose from 
cone of these popular options! Golly, if you could only hear 
) the sounds these heads are making. Lt’s SO MUCH WORSE 
= C than what you're IMAGINING! 
> ~« & MY ENEMY IS: ——~ 


@ Looks like you nodded off! Welcome to THE MINDSCAPE, a secret back door 
hit your REM cycle, a tunnel opens from you, 


connecting all consciousness. Every time you 


mind to my playground. If you sleep with this book under your pillow, I'may even show 
_ Up tonight! Lugid dream lessons start in your brain at 3:33 AM, sharp—set your alarm for 
never! I'm fe of a select few VIPs who's got the keys to this liminal basement, and 1'ye 


seen things that you wouldn't bel 
e 


lieve. Since you and I are pals, here’s a peek inside a fey 


Recurring nightmares about overhearing a fight 
between his parents he wasn’t supposed to hear. 
Why do you think they were in such a rush to get 
the kids out the door for the summer? 


Mindscape is a baffling mix of ’80s Movies, 
video games, and pudding cups that eat : 
YOU. Constantly dreams about getting . if 
his last name legally changed to “Pines.” y 
tis girlfriend is going to have a problem 
with this. ae 


‘The lumber k ghost still talks to her 
at Geral 


Endless aw thi 
school, abo: re 
inside ofAen 


f f 
mee Ly, => = 
Still dreams about ts Lf Y/ 
that sailor suit. ; € | 
He LOVED it. Lf £ ss 
A : 
P & “ 

BLUBS Bix fi : 
Only dreams about Durland. 
DURLAND WANNA TAKE & CLOSER LOOK? 


Only dreams about Blubs. 


5(NB Ah, Pine Tree! T've seen this 
| sweaty pile of elbows and acne from 

MEMDAIE the inside out, and he's got enough 

personal humiliations on file to entertain me forever! 


of a random 42-year-old, GUESS AGAIN! Some lowlights: 


~The time he discovered that his fly had been down during the entire 3 days of . 
Weirdmageddon. Everyone noticed. No one said anything, He's referred to 4s “Zipper yal 
Pines” in Mabel, Tambry & Mayor Tyler’s group chat. § 


~Clogged the toilet at Northwest Manor, blamed it on “the ghost.” 


~Climbed a tree with Wendy! Fire department had to be called to get him down. 


-Sniffed Ford’s turtleneck, got his arm and head stuck inside, ceria glued himself 
= to the Sascrotch. Fire department had to be.called to 
get him out. 


-No matter where he stands on a baseball 
diamond, the ball always hits his face: he 
It’s like magic. How does he doit?! 


-Forgot to clear his search history on 
5005's browser, and Mabel saw ALL. this. 


-Met his soulmate anonymously 
chatting online on “Conspiracy 
Singles,” was devastated to find out 
S}ackFan2000” was actually Soos, 


Imagine being this gullible! Some part of 
Pine Tree still thinks “GORNEY LS THE 


AUTHOR” 
eee 


| stan pines arrest records 


font New Window Help? 
9 
aFiesi| min | SEARCH 


ory permanent 
heart fee! waird dying? 
+ Cool + What people aro saying 
hair convincing tips 

remoye hot glue goat hair from chest urgent 
9 it ok to Wear same shorts for a week 
BABBA latest release 
normal to have no friends? 
Can you kill g 
does killing gh: 
attracted to green M&N unhealthy? 
green M&N smiling at me 
lyme di signs 


make doublo-ghost 


sousaphone tutorials 
SPF 100 sunscreen for ultra sensitive skin no tears 

crystal forums 

is my sisters fnurby haunted 

how to stop uncle sleepwalking with eyes open it is so scary 
immoral to eat candy monster? (was alive) 


Hot glue scented candle gift for sister 
Subliminal messages in cartoons 
Is my vice getting higher 
backwards puberty 
Is backwards puberty real 
Plutonium taste 
Girls who like elaborate puzzles mazes 
What-The-Heckahedron answer cheat 
‘Am | the sidekick? 
“Dipper Pines Sidekick” 
normal head size circumference 
Thought | eaw the moon blink 
Is moon alive serious 
Soos Alzamirano Ramirez age? 

gles support group 

with sister support group 
Uncle dressed me as “shirtless wolf boy” support group 
Big words to impress people while talking 
Grow extra finger imprese uncle? 
first kiss was Merman does this count? 
can’t get sister's glitter out of clothes 
tension in household excessive glitter 
Pacifica Northwest pageant video 
Toby Determined whatis he 
CIA are you reading this right now 
To GIA: these were all fake searches just to test your agents 
readiness. You passed. You can now delete my search histor 
Vest rash 
Fighting vest rash 
Living with vest rash. 


Now THIS ke 1 LTKE!/\ chaos agent Wrappes ddeceptivey 

ate yar” coskeleton She bends headbands AND reality to her 

UNHINGED WHIMS! Her teeth have jagged metal attack barbs 

that can bite clean through scented markers; her “indoor, voice” can rusts 

eardrums; and She personally ascended fojthe astral plarieju igs ing expired 
sugar! Pine Tree was too weak te eiime bur Shooting Star: t FaP3 [OVE Of Chaos mee me 
wonder if one day she could be swayed tomy side: iN few days before Weirdmageddon, 
T hopped into her dreams ready to make d'deal: 


Unfortunately; her mind had Wanted posters of me everywhere—just because 

T possessed her brother oné time! Kinda hypocritical considering she possessed 
her brother one time too! T needed intel to sway her, but her HALL of SECRET 
FANTASIES was guarded by bouncers. Yep, Craz Zazzler and Xyler Q. Blaze, two 
neon 4-dimensional surf; himbos with backstories so confusing that no one could 
tell if they were brothers, husbands, or clones. To earn their trust I took the form 
of “Chill Cipher,” a “human boy who loves being rad, and having the right amount 
of eyes.” They were intrigued by my skateboard trick (eating my skateboard) but 
dared me to prove my trustworthiness by joining them in...a bonding montage. 
UGHHHHt 


A. tip about montages: you can't fight them. When one starts, you just have 
to let your body go limp and endure the volleyball playing, chest waxing, sauna 
towel-whipping, dabbing each other’s noses with frozen yogurt, 
/ teaching a dinosaur with shades to believe in himself, daring t0 54/ 
no to drugs, and surf competitions until the music stops: 


% Finally, they agreed I. was “legit” enough to see Mabel’s 4 
FANTASIES, aind operied up a hidden locker to reveal -- 
Of Fantasy” by Mariah Carey?! 


N +OW WAS I SUPPOSED TO MANIPULATE SHOOTING STAR INTO 
ING THE RIFT WITH THIS?! In yr [MELTED CRAZ'S FACE OFF WITH 
MY MIND. It grew back, alas: hunkier than ever. 


“this has the aces to everything, broseph! crazzed Craz. “When May-May’s got acase 
of the Past she puts on her headphones and retreats to Rev sweet, sweet fantasy, baby.” 

iS 4 BVULNERA BILITY?” I shrieked, my puka-shell necklace catching on fire: 
i eure at me like cles dogs. I exhaled slowly and slicked back my single blond hair: 


y-May ... these af forementioned ... sads?” 


\c 


They hung their heads wisely. “Summer’s ending, my guy- Ending to death, bro. She'd 
do anything to make it last just a day longer. Probably something RASH and OUT OF 
renee even!” 

turn things from fresh to grody! “Yeah, that would be Mariah Scary” 


That was it» She'd never make a deal with me. But she'd make 4 deal with someone she 
believed could give her. more time. The dream was done. I had her- 


GO cig Star wasn’t the only brain I crashed 


before Weirdmageddon! | Sixer ere No longer on 
a first-brain basis, I decided to pay his hench n nd Visit to see 
if the professor would be nutty enough 4 to make a a deal! This . 


: A 
was a mistake. iam ee 


T’ve peered into the souls of madmen, bu is we the first time 
T’d been in a mind that was COLLAPSING like a NEUTRON 
STAR. Decades of memories were missing. Shards of emotional 
damage whizzed by like bullets. Some desperate part of him seemed 
to be trying to heal himself, hoping to weld his memories back 
together like one of his robots. But thanks to years of using his 
own brain-damage ray on himself, his mind was scrambled into 
something even I couldn't decode. 


A. single spark from the memory inferno hit me, and a hole sizzle 
straight through me like a laser through butter. For the first 
time I felt a kind of pain that wasn’t hilarious. I’d heard enough 


overlapping banjo solos to last me a lifeti feu was out, and] 
never came back! ps = 


fae 
ge Life 


n ponna ct nick, pal ! ‘The blind universe that b, 
onna ¢ re" 
out you didn’t plan for you to get smart enough to statt worrying about 


MME A 
“meaning” is—it only wanted you to make babies and climb into the gr: 


doesnt care about your meaning, so why should you cate about its meanin 


A a gt If 
g, life is your enemy. Create your own meaning and DEFY life to sTop 
YOU! When it comes to life’s meaning: there is none! Which is good news! 


Se ~ + to decide what it is for yourself! 
it means you get to decide what it 15 for yourselt: 


WHATEVER 


YOU WRITE HERE! IT’S. THAT SIMP!] 


fom 
ed from 


se when I tell you 


eed to 
ing to need W 
j 


tle more se 


. . i my, 2D homeworld unless you chug 
¥ H expired milk whiledooking at a 


Spe kaleidoscope. But since we're pals, 
T'll beam an image directly into your 
brain. Of me as a baby! Aww! I had Velcro shoes that squeaked when I ran! 
Everyone loved me immediately, and the mayor dubbed me the “best baby 
of all time,” made my birthday a holiday, and gave out free knives. 
Look, I Fnow you want.some tragic backstory that humanizes 
"s- meand fakes my sharp edges easier to swallow, 
but if you came to a triangle looking for depth, 
you're barking up the wrong treatise! Truth is ’ve always 
been loved and admired by all! But being special comes with a price. 
You see, I wasn't just smarter than all the dull trapezoids and rhombuses 
= sucking up my rightfutoxygen. Thad a gift, a rare mutation: 
I COULD SEE THE THIRD DIMENSION. 
No one else in my stifling pancake of a reality understood what T was talking 
bout when I said there was a direction called “up.” While they were all bumping 
laround like ants in a terrarium, I could see a world of infinite glittering 
potential beyond the sliver of forgettable gruel that was my home reality. T 
looked up and saw the stars. And I was ready to be one. 


Technically, talking about a “third” dimension was illegal in my 
world. But I knew that everyone would be grateful if they 
could be freed from their delusions! 


ITWAS TIME TO PUT ON SHOW!-- 


T came up with a plan to show everyone what they were missing! T 
simpl === ; 


; ages = ae until liera' was no one left but mes: cena in blood, alone in the 


universe. 


Huh, that’s weird! For some reason, whenever I try to falk about that 
day, there's this loud buzzing in my ears and I black out for 30-seconds. 
Well, we can come back to it! The important thing is; I freed myself from my 
suffocating world, and-freed everyone else foo, and. everyone loved me for % 
it, and everyone was fine! And.that’s all there is to say about “that! The new ' , 
dimension I escaped to had ajob vacancy for the role of “Galactic Overlord.” - 
L humbly obliged!” 


SJ¥4 SKILL: Quantum physics AND 
arson. She's a pyro-brainiac! 
ORIGIN: Periodic Table 
Dimension. 
KNOWN FOR: Beauty queen 

: who burned her city down 

after getting 2nd place. 

1 Melted the metallic cops 
chasing her.“You'll never take me alive, Copper!” 
DREAM: Settle down, firestart a family. Just kidding! 
She wants to burn down the entire universe/be 
interviewed on “Hot Ones"/seduce Smokey Bear 
just for the sick thrill of it. 

ARCH ENEMY: Her twin sister Hydronica. 

EXES: A marshmallow, a scarecrow. Hectorgon. 
WEAKNESS: A heavy flame-retardent tarp. 

JUDGE RULED: Each thing she has touched “melts 
in her clutch.” Legally declared to be “too much.” 
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BAN the Lottocron 9 2s! 
i it eating card-counters. ' 
PART TRI (Can ameve his eyes and roll e" 
ce, sees B seconds into the be 
A: To host a podcast where he 
out what a podcast is. s 
TED TO: Pool cue resin. lay 
omplaely in tove with Pyronic® ° 


ed. Pa 
OTE: “Uhh, what's a quote? Can Jeatil 


ROLE: The Pet. We all take 
turns deciding whose turn it is 
to take him out for chomps. 
SKILL: Jaw force can bite 
through titanium. He can 

also count all the way to 6. 


Good boy! 

} ORIGIN: Found abandoned 
in a bucket of jawbreakers. 
SHAME: After finding something he couldn't bite 
through, he had a dental breakdown. 8-Ball got him 
out of his depression by lending him his dark matter 
weighted blanket. 

3 


| 


ROLE: Spy, locksmith, prank 
target. Our Thompson. 
ORIGIN: Guard at the Vault of 


ne 


secrets are kept. Was caught 
trying to break into his 

own head to “steal his own 
thoughts.” 


DREAM: Restart his high school band the Low Keys 
(had a horrible emo phase) 

WILL BE: The first to flip. 

SECRET SHAME: His laptop password is 123Password. 
HATES PYRONICA. 


which | respect! 
Might bean ertot? Or at? 


: Me, 8-BALL, guys on DMT. 


© him tl signin my 
jerwork for years. 
iit lag oversee 


Infinity, where the universe's QUOTE: Just happy to be part of the team! 


Awh 
ANY 
XANTHAR: Lovecraftian god/getaway vehicle. 
HECTORGON: Started out as a sheriff hunting 
us down, ditched the badge and joined. 
KRYPTOS: Ghostwrites my riddles. 
LAVA LAMP: Master of disguise. 
SCREW BALL: Secret informant. Doesn't know 
we know. We all feed him false plans and 
keep him off the group chat. He pretends 
it doesn’t hurt, but it obviously does. 
PACIFIRE: Logistics/masochism. 
TONY THREE-LEGS: It’s a joke because he's 
just a single sentient leg! 


As different as they were, all of these dimensional outcasts, rejects, and orphans 
were looking for a real home, and more importantly: purpose. And what purpose 
could be better than a heist—for the ENTIRE MULTLVERSE?! We had a plan— 
smash reality, build our clubhouse with its bones, create 4 place where we could 


rule, and NEVER LOOK BACK! 


THE 6009p TIMES 
Have you ever been the feared god-king of your own swirling nightmare realm? 
Lhighly recommend it! I freed prisoners from bondage, mental patients from 
asylums, and dollars from bank vaults, and I was beloved for it! Soon I wes the 
most feared being in any reality, and my terror-tory just kept expanding! 


HIGHLIGHTS OF MY GLORY DAYS 
- Crashing two planets together to “make them kiss” 
«Watching a barber pole go up for two billion years 
-Discovering a chemical element that makes dimensional authorities explode 
(NoPiggium) and building a clubhouse out of it 
- Watching my bounty go higher ind higher! 
- Throwing Nightmare Realm Prom! (Death toll: 300) 
‘Releasing my Christmas album. I+ was bad! 
‘Dissociating, waking up to find I'd conquered 
ad sty! 4 
o. a dynasty! Score 
CENSORED i 
ne 


WHEN THE PARTY Js OVER 


hy Als, you never know when you're in the middle of your glory years until they're over. 
my \ ete that, kids! Today is tomorrow's yesterday, so enjoy the the pre-nostalgia while 
it’s hot! 


The problem with the Nightmare Realm is that the same lack of physics that made it 
so fun also meant that it was slowly unraveling at the seams, unstable, careening 
toward complete meltdown, Tt happens to every reality eventually—the Force of 
Boringness, known to scientists as “entropy,” artists as “burnout,” dates as 
“awkward pauses,” was coming for us. The formit took this time? 


a THE EDGE OF REALITY 


No one knows how it started, but every second this edge was getting a ® 
little closer to our clubhouse. In a trillion years, anyone who wasn’t 


0) safely hunkered down in a stable dimension when this edge’ passed ne . 
would be instantly erased from reality. Like a TV series dropped without 
| any promotion on a streaming network . . . it would be like welmever 
even existed. Ne 


My new friends were scared. They wanted to keep the party going forever. \ 
And I take hosting parties very seriously! a 


Tt was becoming clear that it was time to say goodbye to our sweet, sweet 

; Nightmare Realm. This meant we needed to find anew universe 

to relocate our chaos to. And there was one universe, 
‘one planet in particular, most susceptible to 


inquest. There was just a little baby problem. 
Okay, a big baby problem. 


A BABY PROBLEM 


Lt tured out your dimension had a GUARDIAN. THIS piece of 
work: CHRONELIUS INFINITUM TITANICUS the INFINETIET#H, 
known to you as “Time Baby.” His goons patrolled a billion-year 
radius around Earth’s temporal perimeter, keeping the baby safe 
atop his high throne in the year 20742. This meant that if I 

wanted Earth, I'd have to pry it from his fat, sausagey fingers. 


ABOUT THE DUMB BABY: aA” 


AGE: 2 billion years old (the “terrible two-billions”) 


WELGHT: 600 tons (Lmagine giving birth to this thing! Sorry, Mom) heal 


ORIGIN: The last surviving son of an extinct race of Chrono-Giants 
tasked with controlling all of Time. No pacifier can pacify him. 


POWERS: You'd think it would be easy outsmarting a baby, but this one had his own army that 
was capable of aging you backward, “pausing” you forever with a time bomb, or thwarting your» 
plans before you even think of them. And don’t even try to enter his mind! Baby brains don’t have 
object permanence, 50 if I walked inside his head, I'd be erased the moment he saw jingling Keys! 


Toffered Chubster a deal. We weren't that different, after all! We were both orphaned gods who 
loved commanding armies and hated wearing pants. Lf he would let me take this one teensy; tiny 
little planet; I could promise to stop giving him night terrors. Maybe L could even sneak him a” 
extra juice every now and then as long as he promised not to get too hyper about it. I sent out ¢ 
telepathic message telling him to meet me outside of the timeline to discuss my demands. 


This made him . . . cranky. 


FANGS Yee t-it 


Bye, BYE, BABY 


Before you could say “tantrum,” Diapers and his army had warped to the Nightmare Realm—and 
RIGHT into my trap. What, you thought I was going to play peekaboo with him? The physics don’; 
work the same out here, and my Henchmaniacs had zero moral hang-ups about punching a baby, t7 
WAS ON. Our braw| destroyed six planets and caused radiation that SETI still picks up as static on 
radar today. He spat up in my eye, used me as a teething ring, and almost suffocated me in his check 
fat. But ultimately he was no match for my distracting squeaky duck—or Xanthar’s right hook. 


Time Baby was BLASTED out of the Nightmare Realm and CRASHED into Earth, creating a shock 
wave that boiled the oceans and instantly caused the permanent extinction of the dinosaurs. Whoops. 


WHAT REALLY KILLED THE DINOSAURS 


The baby was soon completely frozen in a glacier as the Ice Age swept the globe. The time agents 
were leaderless, thrown into disarray. Their time tapes draw strength from Time Baby's 
chronokinesis, leaving them stranded in their own century, forced to wait until their ¢ omnmandet 
would be thawed out to serve them again. This meant that T finally had the one thing those dorks 
treasured most: time. 


\ HELLO, EARTH 


‘Tt was finally showtime! Okay, about now you're probably wondering the big 
\ question: “Bill, how do you get your eyelashes to look so fierce when mine look so 
, busted? Is that mascara or what? Please, teach me to slay.” 


. TLL DIE BEFORE I REVEAL MY BEAUTY 
SECRETS. 


ty But you might also be wondering, “Hey, Bill, if my planet’s so 
sik, average, why did you want to conquer it? Ts it because you sec 
respect the noble dignity of the human spirit?” 


THA AH ACHE AHH RHE AHA HEB ER 
TEACHER AHH AE RHE AER RE 


f 
Oh! Oh! You're making me smear my 
@ 
No, the only thing special about the Di: : J 
I call Earth) is that it happens to coincidentally exist 
spot between dimensions, like the thin, breakable crust o 
brilée! 


With my Nightmare Realm slowly collapsing under the weight 
of its own greatness, your reality was the perfect 

dimension for me and my pals to party-hop to. T jus! 
needed to wait for minds to evolve. Because wher 
there are minds, there are dreams. And where) 
there are dreams ... there’s me. a 


T just needed one special life-form to) 
{ open the door and let me in. « 
Who might it be? t 


we be - es tat oj od ef mates ig ware 
gpace-time, objects of great peculiarity warp probability, aittia 
_ aia Hef tnt dasrilas the laws of grail 


la of Gr 


ery Pines, private notes 


It was true! This postcard-perfect valley had 
everything a demon could want in a new 
home—fresh air, blue skies, and a razor-thin 
membrane between its dimension and the |” 
Nightmare Realm. Oh, and the Land Orca, 
Have you ever seen the Land Orca? I love 
that guy! (If you see a waterspout over the 
forest line, run.) 


oe 


BILL FACT: 
sark rangers don’t want you to 
know this, but if you saw in half 
j any ancient redwood in Gravity 
Falls, you can see each time I 
visited! 


ie 
UNNATURAL RESOURCES. Unexplanium, Fool's Fools : 
bold (real gold that looks like foots gold Elther-Ore clyge 

EA, of mineral that affects dimensional spitting), fossilized cyclops 
= femurs, Paleo-Gnome Skulls, and best of alls Crash-Site Omega 


At Turns out 1 wast the first extraplenchary tourst in town= 
those idiot seven-dimensional Trilazzx Betians had crashed one 
of their ships right into the center of the Attractor Zone, leaving 
the valley STREWN with the perfect materials for building my portal! (Avs well as 
alien guts, which seeped into the ground soll, Next time you're in town, try 4 
mouthful of alien-flavored ait 
dirt!) This was the spot! 


Wie — ae 7 


ae, dil the Hefems | 7 ee GRAVITY FALLS 
¢ for the one that 
wo cmdicorigaing me. QOD, 


Unf ortunately, I found one... 


Tak about « portal tease! My first ever human pal seemed perfect at first— the 
wisest of his tribe, he'd leapt at the offer to build a gateway to the secrets of 
the universe. We had some great times! Licking hallucinogenic moss, gossiping 
bout the astral plane, naming the constellations ...T taught him how to speak 
Moose and he taught me a cool dance that could create lightning. The tribe 
a Qo ae ee 
»— 1, hunt Gravity Falls's elusive micro-mammoth. (Very small, but very 

a delicious.) Honestly, it was the best this town ever got! (BY 
oy THE WAY-—these “totem poles” at the Mystery Shack? Totaly 
oy >| WRONG! Way to mix up the Pacific Northwest and the 
{e=2\ Northwest Plateau, ding-dongs) 


\ 

\ But Mr. Wise Guy apparently got cold feet after having 

\ a vision of how my realm liked to party! Just as I was 

sending out the invites to my first Weirdmageddon— 

BYOB: Bring Your Own Bubbles of Madness!—he can- 

celed the deal, burned our redwood portal to the groursh 

f evacuated the tribe, and BANNED ME from the entire valley with « 
mix of ancient sorcery and pure SPITE! 


And why? Sust because my first portal attempt might have tured 4 
guy’s face to stone, released a couple of lake monsters, and punched 
4/  agiant holein the ground? the ground looked better with that hole! 
It was bottomless! So what if I turned the sky red? It looks 
geod in red! iy d 


If that wasn't bad enough, that backstabber cave-painted step-by-st¢? 
instructions to any future generations telling them exactly how to pull the 
same trick, and warning them about the "Beast with Just One Eye.” 


Umm ... rude? Finally, he hit me with 


THE PROPHECY 


ite claimed “Ten Cosmic Symbols, Aligned in Harmony” were destined to bear witness to 
my defeat. Which T think was just his way of trying to mess with my head! I’ve known a 
lot of symbols in my day, and these were hardly the most threatening. & HEART? 
STAR? BASIC! What was this, Lucky Leprechaun cereal?! I’m not scared of cereal! I eat 


etontfferbestot! OA ASS ML kt 


Guys in robes LOVE tossing out prophecies—you can find them on any street corner! 
But the Shaman’s intensity made me think I should look into it. I 
scanned all possible timelines into the distant future and! it 
became clear these represented humans I'd bump into at 
waco aa ea 
undiagnosed anniety disorder? Something éalled 
“Questiony the Question Mark’? | 


~ 


vil 

Fine! Lf L ever bumped into these'clowns, Wd be \ r 
ready for them! I'd ust punched the godof ° \ |) 
time and survived a shamans curse! & fat } 
grandpa and pimply teen v lumberjack were no 
match for me! And I didet need this town, ; 
either! I astrally projected a message 

out to every warlord, priest, king, and | 
pharaoh in the ancient world=I was + '+ 
looking for a new best friend, forthe * 
low, low price of a portal and eter) 
servitude! And if Lean into any~ 

symbols, T’d be ready! / 


eer 
Vags 


"We pray to Ra that this stupid triangle 
will leave us alone.” 

—Pharaoh Amenemhat, 1800 BCE 

>> HAHAHAHA! That wa 


an inside j had! He 


ould do these elabor sanish" me 


rituals to try 
and | would send him these fun, flirty plagues backt 
nally he told me he couldn't figure out 
but he woud put my face on 
1 "stop shaving all his cats” To 
D aliens Involved, Anyone who. 
‘ook allens to build a BIG TRIANGLE out of 
is trying to sell y mething, and based, 

on the look of this guy, I'd say don't buy it! 


>> | had 2 pitch for these guys. 
Why not try to make me a portal) 
entirely cut of freshly sacrificed) 
human hearts? What do you have) 
to lose? Nine thousand heartslater | 
it became clear there were some 
limits to heart-based mechanical 
construction. But yougotta admife 
the dedication. Clear eyes, freshiy 
ripped-out hearts—cant lose! 


“ces of Machi | 
‘God of Thrills 
God we're all so sicko Bil” | 


Priest Tezochtetlan 


Youknow dont rely 
Iwas thinking here: Th ‘ger 
thei best. They didn't have O02 
Cut them some slack! 


— “ —__—_—— fer 
DIDUKNOW?, foyptians didnt Just mummity humans| Tey mummified ct. Me thes 


in special kind from a rubber tree to allow 
Bears to bounce There and there and everywhere! twas fankly an adventore that WAS beyond 


618 Lesson 5 


Tia x | 
The Dark Ages were 
“Medicine” was just amputation and leeches, 


no one had invented soap or numbers yet, and this is Pp 
what they thought a baby looked like. ———___———» “| 


I figured some wizard must be inventing alchemy by apr ae 
then, so I looked around for the guy with the weirdest En aLC! 
eyebrows, and sure enough, I found him: Dark Warlock “Xgqrthx the 
Unpronounceable”! Xgqrthx was my kind of wizard! He used his powers 
mainly to flirt with maidens, torment knights, and gamble on underground 
unicorn fights. And the pranks! He cursed a gnome to be permanently 
unable to say anything other than his own name. GENIUS! 


Unfortunately, Xgqrthx was going through a rough patch. He'd just gotten 
a divorce from a bog hag and was spending all day hiding in his tower staring 
at a bewitched parchment called a “doom scroll.” Brilliant, morally ambig- 


uous, and romantically challenged? Move over, Shaman, I had a new 
favorite human! 


I told X’y that if he could design me a portal, we could rule this 
bath-forsaken time period together and he could have all the orbs and 

owls he wanted. He liked my moxie and lust for power—but there 

p was a problem. The cursed amulet needed to power the portal was 
in, in the king’s treasury, guarded by the burliest and fanciest 


® knights. He asked if I could “deal with them.” Oh, COULD I! 


| LL T! If you ever have to get rid of knights, just remembe: 


| that those horse jocks can’t resist a time-wasting side quest! 
: a hg nk there's som illuminated manuscripts about the incide 
|| ’ 4 ‘el i = 
Melba \\ 


orsootl)! : 
"Twas anotier day quacding the castle, 
when before me appeared a triangular : 
jester in cap and bells, his body flat as the #acth, and : 

yellow as my teeth! Me Organ to frolic and cavort, jingling 
and choctling, and J was given to peals of faughter, clapping 
| mertily along! Whateoer ‘twas that he was selling: I was 
* | Ouying it, Then, quoth He, ina manner most saucy — 
, A All vight, (et’s get real, Guddy! Your life sucks goose Ee 
eggs. You know it, I know it, coen that weird painting Of wel y. 
©} Hehind you knows it. Let's make-a deal. If you can fulfill my y 
| Quest, 9 can make you king of this whole stupid kingdom! 


: G ADZOOKS! 3 had only dveam’a of 
SA tasting the spices and silks of a kingly 
life. Most days I subsisted off a single 
| cat, seagon'd with ditt, whilst the king & 
| Oevoured peacock meat and naccohal 


9; ; 
vf, ig) blubber by the bareell “A quest! Prithee 
y 


4: [tt that must J 007” did so query. 


ae You to go... ull... go find my DVD of 


Monty Python and the Holy Grail. 9 got it at 
a Best Buy for s cents but then tost it in the forest. 
} ICS very important to me. Chop, chop! Clock is ticking, 
crcival or Sir Talksalot or twhatenee they call you. 


+} Isolemnly store upon mine honor that I wouldst find 
this“Holy Disk” from yonder countryside, bring glory 

to my name, and fave the crown! J assembled a mercy 
| band of God-fearing men to my side! The“ Knights of | | | 
Giphjer” were we, and the quest was nigh! 1 / 


ut alas! ‘Ztas all a cuse! A distraction to | 
| leave the castle unguarded whilst he and the Bigard 
| constructed an iron Drawbridge to the stars! Bounds! Fie || 
fo fe! Let us pledge our swords anceo to Wipher's 
‘YT ceadication! 3 care not ff 3 five to the age of one thousand! |) 
YF shall Dedicate mye coery waking breath to his 
fo | Desteuction, fi isthe fast thing 3 do! 


| EVER TRUST A WIZARD! Tarn: ous, whiet,,, 
distracting the knights, he encircled the portal with 
UNICORN HAIR and used it to TRAP me in an ORB} }). 
never wanted to rule the kingdoms he just wanted a ney 

| trick to impress his ex—and by sheer cosmic chance h, 
pulled it off 


I don’t know if you've ever been trapped in an orb before, 

bur IT IS THE WORST. He kept shaking me like a snow 

globe, pointing his wand at me like a remote control 

= pretending to be “changing channels,’ and inviting the bog 

hag over to “ponder” me together. They made me DANCE for the KING’S AMUSE- 

MENT like some kind of LIGHT DINNER ENTERTAINMENT! The tapestries arc 
HUMILIATING! 


I was officially over this time period. I burned so hot with raped melted the oe 
and broke free. Xgqrthx tried to apologize. We'd had some good times; right 


Couldn’t I just let this one slide, for old tim 


es’ sake?,Hé tried to appeal t© oy 
“sense of decency.” LOL. Ce 


I POSSESSED HAS PET PHOENIX, BURNED DOWN THE WHOLE cast 
AND CURSED HIS ENTIRE TIME PERIOD WITH NIGHTMARES FOR!” 
YEARS! (Ever wondered where all those wei 


; on ks 
; rd creatures in the margins of ™ 
tapestries came from? Yours truly!) ms 


' ’ ene’ 
Unfortunately, I may have gone a little overboard. News of “the Bastard TH0"%, 
of England” began to spread. The humans were starting to realize there was# 
Superstitioti in town—one who couldn’t be kept away with a line of salt. |! 


This sct off\history’s first ever full-blown Bill 
Panic. Russian mothers warned that “Cipherashka’ 
would steal the dreams of children who didn't 
finish their borscht, and there was a nursery 
thyme in Englafd that went: 5 


pes AD AS EES 


‘Beware of Ciphcr invading your head. 


iRyou see Cipher, please scream and shout, 
id we will shake baby till Cipher comes out!” 
—Unknown Bad Mothcr, ts005 


g Henry VIII was so paranoid about me visiting the dreams of his 
wives that he started chopping off their heads just to kick me out of 
their brains. Hey pal, maybe your wives would let you into their heads 
if you were a better conyersationalist! Communication skills, Henry! 


Even the Vikings, who I thought were supposed to be cool, started 

putting up runes warning everyone to “throw Olaf overboard if he 

draws this shape.” What the heck! Thanks for blowing my coyer, Olaf! 
P 8 

Those guys could haye been my Norsemen of the Apocalypse! 


It was beginning to look like all of Europe 
fi was a wash, which was fine because I was 
* getting bored of all their religious wars 
and silly hats, I needed another continent to inyade, and just my & 
Tuck, Atlantis was finally Hourishing! 


Unfortunately, before 1 could strike a deal with Emperor | 
"Glublach of Atlantis, he decided to start an undersea war with | 
SX XK-C-~, lobster lord of the deep. (Nice guy! Bur 
VERY political.) 


Td been banned from most of the eastern hemisphere by now 

/ frough various curses. My only option was to return to the 

Ontinent that had spurned me before—*Wackyland” (or as it 
Was later renamed, “America”)! 


chcvaft, 


Unfortunately, New England had a lot of the same 
problems as old England. And THESE clowns. >» 


least satisfied wives in human history. 
blankets literally outlawed imagination: 
didn’t even have dreams for me to invade! — 


One of their many stupid laws was that a woman who stopp: 
churning butter for five consecutive seconds or wore “pants” wa 
called a witch and was thrown in a well, crushed under 
boulder, burned st a stake, or lectured to death about her phys 


appearance by a guy wearing hat buckles. Look, you know ho 
T feel about human suffering: 17. IS. FUNNY. But variety is th 
spice of death! T'decideato things up by offering a few 


((ihe “only life-form whose. pupils 
the same while possessed) and naked 
them one simple, irresistible: que 


“Wouldst thou like “ 
live ridiculously? 


ION 1692 


Oh, fiow quickly the winds of fate change! 


% Merely ghe fortn’ ht ago 1 was a poverty- kent hous knowing naught but piety 
Band till eating fen-waterand goose bone eath the yoke of my miserable husband, 
‘geremiah. He iM used me as gq footstool, thrown spoilt turnips at me to test my reflexes 
case the Devil attacks,*sand regularly uses a compass to inspect my head for 
iphts.” But then the most marvelous thing happened! 4 was usingone broom to sweep ‘ 
ai broom (to keep hot, brooms clean) when a black goat, known to all as Vinegar Petz, 
totedpland spake to me in the voice of an Englishman. ‘He said that he would give me the 
powers to escape my husband, live a life of sin and pleasure, and crawl on the ceiling on all 
fours like a a hele if 1 so fancied. 1 asked if there was a downside, He said 1 would 
§ 


we 10 rertounce all gods. 7 let out a solund 1 had never made before, which he explained was 


a laugh.” 1 liked it. 


magined, 1 faye convers dwith beasts and drunk 


. 1! 
Now 9 have a life 1 never would hav 
p blood and 4 even have female friends! Vinegar Pete gave ws the 
hy Straws,” and we had a girls’ night flying through the villag 
td fuirling newts at bald people's fede ‘We've even started a 
IR club, which is a weapon consisting of a “book 
PIB that you can beat your enemies with. 1 have never 
} been So happy! Three cheers for ‘VinegarPete We shall be 
tying the city fathers to a stake Aieating them aflame 
Hig ust fr as Vinegar Pete says, “Funstes. 


+ of “boxed wine” 


4 will never forget this symbol! 


Mary Dower- Late © 


“THE ONLY COUNTRY!” 
—an American 


$0 WHY ARE YOU ON THE DOLLAR, ANYWAY Y 


x fathers the deal of a lifetime: let me se’ 


I offered the fou 


he gov 

were power! (British 
G r. } a—tl 1 

titution, or the way I kept calling Martha Washington on 


a 
When they changed their mind, I gave them such bad Sean 
mares they put me on the dollar as an offering to make me stop! 


MORE OF AMERICA'S DUMB SECRETS 


« Abe Lincoln wore that hat so nobody could see me sitting on his head, 
pulling his hair, and controlling his body to make him cook risotto. 


to it! But they didn’t love my first 


«The Capitol dome is lined with lead to keep me from getting in! Good 
thing lead doesn’t cause any kind of poisoning! I’m sure every 
president is fine! 


- My first draft of the Constitution was better than the crummy one 
they wound up with! It outlawed laws! 


»Thete's a button inside the + DID YOU KNOW? 


GOOD PRESIDENT’pasawacccne”” tte ‘oucM 


LINCLOPS: 

The massive bellowing Cyclops thar 
Lincoln rode into battle to win the 
Civil War. That was my idea! 
Where’s my monument? 


America loved me so much they started a fan club! Wait, what do you call a fan club 
that’s dedicated to your destruction? Oh yeah! A fandom! 


toad called themselves the Anti-Cipher Society, and their motto was: “To 

nay the Vexatious Demon Which Hath Inturbulated the Peace of the 

teaming Gentleman.” (Catchy!) Look, I couldnt make this up if I tried. Just 

Bet a load of what these dorks sounded like. If you aren’t allergic to sepia, turn the 
page for a peek at the journal of their “exalted leader”... 


ND HIS CREDIBL] 


_ SANITY 


AN UNGENTLEMANLY CALLER! 


IT ALL BEGAN on the evening of 

» February 3, 1901. I had been tasked 

by my boss with inventing an 

_ advertising slogan for our new client, 
WHITMAN’S MOUSTACHE WAX 

| AND HORSE-CALMING TONIC. My 
submission—“W hitman’s: 
evidence that it’s 

 Soundly rejected, and an_ entire 
typewriter was heaved at my head. 
( more slipup like that and I 
right find myself out on the 
Gobblestones!:A suitable slogan was 
Tequired! 


There’s no 
poison!”—was 


T paced my parlor in agonized 
ontemplation, sniffing the arsenic in 
Wallpaper as I often did for 
I found myself drifting to 

in my reverie, I had a vision, 


A geometrical phantom appeard before 
me, shaped as a triangle, with a 
powerful top hat and 
beautiful feminine eye. He proclaimed 
that he was the “Spirit of Inspiration,” 
and that if I were to simply engage 
in a vigorous handshake, he 
would provide me with the slogan I 
desired! How could I refuse? In the 
morning, I awoke to find a new 


masculine 
him 


slogan already written neatly in my 
journal: 


“WHITMAN'S MOUSTACHE WAX AND: 
HORSE-CALMING TONIC: y 
STRAIGHT FROM THE HORSE'S MOUTH”: ; 


+2 


Sure enough, when I relayed the slogan to my boss, 
his mouth, so impress’ was he, and he proclaimed, 
slogan, and marry my wife.” What could I say 

off’ slogan money and married to my boss's 
Dream. But alas, the phantom proceeded to 

fayor in return! I was given ruinous visions, « 

claimed would only cease if 1 created THIS: 


||) THE DEMON’S “DOORWAY OF THE MIN 
I } To be hand-cranked by no fewer than 6 stout lads, for the Naug] 
Triangle’s egress from his wretched lair 


| | 1 imformed the demon that such machinery was impossible! Father 


the triangle proyed obtuse. To whom could I turn? I put an ad, in 
for someone, anyone, who could help with my problem: 


REWARD: OPIUM 
e | mone replied, I attempted a ‘Second draft, 


Lamenters, lament 
havo dug A HC 
forest just 4 miles out from 

w 1¢ modern 


his aflferable 
The HOUE fits) =§=———— 


TREDIANDINS. 
IMitE PIECES Os) 


wh 0 iLOWN 
Mani eriegoney testes Repellent 


eiogant wea 
Uta 


ride 

ead evo? vould! With 6 tiay | vou 1 

Renpeinaaly hurtfialvoreis| Res" Star Scat Sher sem 

N° | there a time before Conyer- 
: fT ont 


depressed for days! such 


not to his lies! If you have seen him, meet —_INsoLt 


83 North East West Drive at midnight pre - 
% tap thrice on the hitching post, and await pl 


T. M. WAXSTAFF, INQ | 


_ the opening of the cellar door. 
iC 
) 


FATIGUED BY HEAPS OF OWLS CAUSING CONSTANT: 
BLOCKAGE OF YOUR AUTOMOBILE PATH? 


n maa koove this problem all wo wall 
acl 


‘an's Two-Handed 


a eT Remaval Boeon” 


“athe Gor 
Hooting-Bit 


~ the jungles to the cities, perhaps releas’d anew by Chicago's 
trolley tunnels, close as they are to hell itself. All wanted 
revenge for the misfortune they had suffered at his hand, and 
were ready to finally band together to do something about it 

‘damn the consequénce! Kindred souls, at last! : 


sportsfellow and the larga man I’ve eyer seen; Joe 
Delilah Gulch, a traveling sharpshootress from a W 
sideshow; and Abigale Blackwing, a tinkerer 

inventions on herself, Each of their run-ins with Cipher had 
ended in disaster—banishment, firing, divorce, despair. They 
believed him to be man’s bane throughout recorded history, 


| Their theories of how to defeat the creature varied from 
“punching him out of my brain” (Horace), to “shooting bim 
Sof my brain” (Jessamine), to “removing my brain” (Abigale), 


“an exorcism” tthe! pyres After a Tong. debate, we set 


THE EXORCISM OF 
WILLIAM LUCIPHER 


| NEVER SAW MYSELF as the sort 
of fellow who would engage in the N 
black arts. Fighting demons is not in iny N 
wheelhouse! (What is in my “wheelhouse,” 
like that of most proper fellows, is my 
collection of all manner of marvelous wheels!) 
But there comes a time when a gentleman must 
remoye the dainty white gloves of peace and don the even 
daintier white gloves of war. 


O’Pimm had us in his thrall as he placed the neccesary oils 

and salt? round the table. The curtains were drawn so that no 
“Peeping Thomas” might espy our occultery, and I covered up 

the portrait of Mother lest I feel judged by her gaze. Hands 

upon the Spirit-Board, we were ready to begin. The planchette 
began to quiver. Hark, the demon was near! Slowly the wooden 
arrow pointed to the letters 


EENY MEENY MINEY y 
ee Wecrrg: 


BANG! With a white FLASH, the priest suddenly changed in 
“demeanor, his eyes began to GLOW, he let out a SCREAM, and 
then... he casually leaned back, disrespectfully propped his 
feet up on the table, pulled out a pack of cards, and began to. 
shuffle, Lo! We were in the presence of the beast! 


QUOTH HE: 
“All right, boys and girls, you're 
probably wondering why I chose each 
one of you for this little get-together. 
@n your own, youre a bunch of 
Sepia-tinted nobodies destined for the 
“dumpster of history. Just absolute 
- dorks, each one of you. Do you eyer 
listen to yourselves talk? Exhausting. 
But together, you could be more. 
Waxstaff, your dad owns the largest 
steel mill in the United States. 
Blackwing, youre a- good enough 
myentor to put my designs into 


‘practice. Gulch, your ‘trigger finger — 


gan stop anyone who tries to get in 
r way, and Broadshoulder, you're 


with bigi enough éalves 


me over, the 
will be plenty of wastelands 
need of waste lords, and that could 
be you. So what do you say?” 


Four pistols have never been pul} 
upon a priest more swiftly. 
expression turned dour. “Fine, 
morons haven't even invented 
penicillin yet! See you im 
obituaries, you Pringles-can elt 

It will be hilarious to see how 
try to stop me!” f 


In a flash, O'Pimm was 
from the spell, and fainted 
the exertion, as we caught hi 
our arms. Although the day 
begun with us as strangers; 
ended with us as brothers, 

by vengeance and a newfound 

of geometry. He had 1 

all, and so an oath was 

form a society dedi 
destruction! 


THE ANTI-CIPHER 
SOCIETY 


My home ponld be our headquarters, my fortune our funding! 
Wish to join us? Simply hold your right hand over your bosom, 
q your left hand over your eye, and recite this initiation! 


_. THE ANTI-CIPHERITE 
3 INITIATION 


Tiga ati 
(Your Name) 

' being of sound mind and body, 
and not currently possessed by 
any ghouls, or “hobbed goblins,” 
do herewith pledge my resolve to 
the eradication of the wicked 
shape, the Perverse Pyramid, the 
Fallen Angle, William Mischief 

Cipher! And now I shall toast his 
demise with a tall, frothy glass 

of delicious mercury!” 

(Imbibe the pleasant mercury) 


OUR MISSION: 
TO KILL BILL CIP 


to plot his destruction. It would take all 
way to destroy the monster.’ 


gale drew up the schematics, Jessamine began crafting weapons, 
imm drank, Broadshoulder practiced combat, and I had: the Tost 
rtant job of. all: to. advertise! ‘ 


must not fall | 
play an .extre 
ever free from 


“HAND OF VIGILANCE”: 
Should you begin to. nod, the 
mechanical hand will assist, me 
slapping you to wakefulness! 
that, Cipher! 


PROTECTIVE VEST: 

As the bat fears the day, so too 
does the demon fear virtue! This 
yest is sewn from the hairs of 
1,000 nuns, whose purity shall repel the 
Triangle of Sin! z 


A GUN: ——___—__> 
When virtue fails, there 
is always ...a gun. 


BEFUDDLING WHEEL: 

The demon thinks himself a master 
tricks? Well, even he shall be 2 
yexed by these mechanized /f, 
yrations! Now the befuddler has 
(Diaatee the befuddlee! _____, 


SPARE BRAIN: y 
Mr, Cipher is drawn to the brain like a | 
* Welshman is drawn to rarebit. Perhaps, 


Pes onaé Captured within, Mr. Cipher can 


i 
iy 


» even be called upon to attack one’s foe! 
“Cipher, I choose en you'll exclaim, 
hurling the brain athwart your 
ahoben? enemy and unleashing 
‘Bill Cipher’s demonry! 


y 


D Not quite yourself since 
Since with you-know-who? Now there’s a 
“liquid” way to expunge the demon from your 
body—Doetor Professor’s ANTI-CIPHERIZING TONIC is & 
FLAVOR-FREE TURNIP-STOCK-based NERVE CORDIAU, 
RICH in kidney humors~and. HOG TALLOW, stire to cause 
such VIOLENT. GASTRIC BILIOUSNESS that neither 
spectre nor phantasm could suryive-the violent expulsion! 
Down the hatch! 


(WARNING: One sip. of Doctor Professor’s Anti- 
Cipherizing Tonic will make a child explode instantly). 


“TONIC GOES IN, BILL COMES OUT!” 


GUARANTEED TO CONTAIN MORE" 
‘S* THAN ANY-OTHER- TONIC ON 
THE MARKET! 


Mind sullied by the 
soot of Cipher’s 


ni of Daher INGREDIENTS 


Sarsaparilla, Pure Malt Unguent, Raw Mfash 
Novocnin, Ambergris Lozenges, Pappy 
“Brain Wash,” Swamp Root, Stimulating Bitters, ee 
Cocaine, A Horse's Tooth, Holy Molasses, A 
Lae ae Preacher's Eyelash, Bonnet Water, Mine Du 
erase his The Smallest Corncob of the Harvest, Ol’ 
latest lis Tasty Fine Sugar Chalk, Moisture 
ture,” Twig Flavoring, A Whisper 
from Grandma, Gunpowder, Maple Hemlock, 
Cipher, and ‘“Hlarold’s Ramblings,” A Dutchman's Folly, 
any other Narwhal Oil, ‘Tasmanian Tiger “Extract, 


O'Pimm’s 


memories of 


troubling 

memories as 5 of Rhubarb, 

LI Dickens's| Left Eyebrow, Chimney  Swee] 
as Blood, Gelatin Liniment,. Liver Bile 
Last Dodo, The Preciai 

Sfountain Peak Turned Scarlet 

by Minerals, W! © 
Named “Mountain Dew Code Red! 


ASTROKE OF LUCK! 


ge 
This morning, I received a telegram with the most 
marvelous news! The Anti-Cipherites have been officially 
invited to speak at the 1901 Inventioneers Fair, where 
none other than Theodore Roosevelt himself will be in 
attendance! We may even be asked to the main stage to fi 
participate in one of his “Teddy Talks”! With this 
Opportunity, we shall unveil our findings to the world, 
and Cipher will be exposed at long last! Unfortunately, 
my companions are a bit apprehensive about the. invitation. What) | 
if, our research is met with skepticism or scorn? I brushed aside 
such frettings. When the great minds of our time hear the 
speech I intend to deliver tomorrow, all anxieties will be allaye 
We shall know justice at long last! 


SPEECH TO READ 
AT THE FAIR: 


“Ladies and gentlemen. Have you noticed your 


lyrics saucy and bold? There can: be but one culprit. No, nob 
man’s inherently sinful nature, but rather, a BRAIN GOBLL 
His name is Bill and he lives in my head and we are not cr 
We request 1 million dollars from the government to invest 
a steel dome that will encase the United States, protecti 
minds’ from, the;demon and covering up the unsightl. 
blue. color of thie’sky, long-the bane of man, Donati 

. (hold for Tapturous applause) — 


UP 200% 


UPON FOWEKFUL TAPER ST0e 


TUESDAJANUARY 22,1901 


4/10 FORTIFY NTE NEWsbor's FRAIL TIAND : ENT 


‘BILL HUNTERS” DECLARED 


=) LAUGHINGSTOCK 4 


c FOLLY STRIKES, MIRTH FOLLOWS 


“HA HA HA HA HA HA HA” —ALL 


ALTHOUGH MAN distinguishes himself from the apes | 
ud sparrows by ner of reason and logic, once a 
century there comes along a fellow who is such a fool 
~ that it may be fit to lock him away in the zoological 
: RIDICULE STRIKETH park, with naught but various wooden blocks to amuse | 
him. Such a man reyealed himself yesterday at the 1901 

DS) NEWS OF THE GLOBE! Inventioneers Fair, when unrivaled dullard Thurblort 
> Waxflarb (name not yet confirmed) was crowned “Buffoon 

of the Hour” during his presentation of a comical new 

superstition about an “evil triangle” named Bill, or Jove, 
or some such prattle. None were aaboeeed by this charla- 
tan’s snake oilery, and all were displeased until an errant 
mule, lost from the pasture, trotted up on stage, knocking 
over a lantern and setting the entire proceedings ablaze. 
Spoil’t vegetables were hurled at the humiliated “Anti-Ci- 
pherites,” and the comic scene, which would have otherwise 
been lost to history, was luckily captured by Mr. Edison’s 
wonderful moving pictograph device, such that the shame 
may be recollected for all ages Even President Roosevelt 
himself was on hand, to offer his remarks: “Wow, these 


By Ly guys suck,” said he. Well spake, Mr. President! Men from 
es au 


the Hogsteam Asylum for the (CONT) 
QUEEN VICTORI PROCLAIMS ‘STARCH FOR THE LASSES! 
“HARRUMPH!” a RCH FOR THE BOYS! 


GMAN'S LUMP STARCIL a 
IS WHAT THE FAMILY ENJOYS” By STARS 


Dies immediately after erie Chuggmaa, Chagas Lainp Starch 


E 0G PASTE: __FISTICUFFS AHOY! 


ie 


HECTRICITY:AREVIEW ~~, 


That Printing press that, Civil War this, evolution 


Enough! and Girls 


ag about, flapping thei j d Dott alk ts me 


ca fl [ea 


and will likely be j x 
met, awickly as the “teeth brush.” Here's il THE OPINIONS OF 
Tivo had quite enough of: the French! . ) tt MAN WHO! ORAS 


RAGTIME PLAYED 00 FAST 


It has now been my 3rd year at the the HOGSTEAM 
ASYLUM FOR THE CRIMINALLY INSANE 
AND/OR CONCERNINGLY ORIGI My. 
wife left me, my fellows disbanded, and I have had to 
adjust to a less-opulent life. I have asked for a strait-jacket 
with coattails, perhaps a more slim strait-vest or 
strait-dinner coat, but my requests have n denied. No 
matter. My window bars face the town square. I ‘have 
smells from the bakery and the music from the music | 
hall, and our lead-lined walls mean that in my dreams, | 
I*am finally free. I still correspond with my fellows, 
although they have gone to their respective fortunes. | 
Abigale has moved out west and married into an impressive | 
fortune with a massive mansion. Perhaps she will spread ~ 
the truth to the elites of this distant town .. . 


Do you think me mad? I have my peace of mind. He can 
never get me, If I could wish any fate on him; therapy. ~ 
It would drive him insane. 


PATIENT NUMBER 3466554 Fe 


ANIMATION 


1930! Mankind had just invented a new dark ELIAS INKWEULS 
rt! They were called “cartoons! short for war aa eaee 
carcinogenic toons,” since they were painted on , PUCIY 
cancer-causing celluloid—and they were a riot! 
Animals wearing hats? Lampposts doing the 
Charleston? This was something | could use! 

| followed the sounds of slide whistles and 
carpal tunnel syndrome to Inkwell Studios, 
owned by upstart animation entrepreneur and 
part-time suspenders enthusiast Elias Inkwell. 


Inkwell Studios wasn't going so great: his 
first cartoon character, “Ducky the Rat-Hog,” 
mainly left audiences bored and confused. 

Elias needed a star, and | needed a new 
way to influence the masses! Once the 
children of the world loved me, I'd have an 
army of child labor at my disposal to build any, 
portal | wanted! One handshake later, Cipher 
Symphonies was in full swing! 


TYPICAL 
Yer s BILL POSES 


rth bocom aby > aie 
EXPRESSIONS 
= 


‘Thie little guy Keane 
steal your piel 


He Sings! 
He Screams! 


Cc 
[o} 
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oO 
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e 


Cipher Symphonies— 
orchestra starts playing 


SCENE 1 

Follow the bouncing Bill! 

(chorus sings) 

For he’s a jolly good fellow! 
He's pointy and dapper and 
yellow! 

For he’s a jolly good fellow! 
Now it’s time to release the | 
bees! 


(at this-point, live bees will | 
be released into the theater.) 


Everyone's a critic! 

Especially critics, who said that Cipher 

Symphonies was the “worst thing they'd seen on film since Ds 

news footage of the sinking of the Lusitania” When he saw —~ 

the headlines, Elias told me the deal was off, and sent a company-wide memo 
putting a bounty on my head! = 


Fellas 
ade but I'm hoping you can put aside 
for a day!and lend me a hand. It 


‘toon was ‘odnceived by an inmort 
ghtmares,and now he’s aftersmy soul, of all enters 


sure you! Well, I need a way\to get rid of the rotten 
i “brainstorm-kateer” 
brain forever, In Hollywoo. es 


\ 
“we create dre, 

™ asking you to kill one. 15 dollars to the min who can do it.) 

‘eh “ 


a _ Your boss, ww 
| Elias Iniwel2 


PS: I need a new Ts 
character! Maybe ing egg? A womanly dog? “ 
€ with Polio"—is that anything? 6 eee lanly dog? “Ollie the 


His Composers decided to invent a song designed to be so catchy, so annoying, that Id leave 
any brain that heard it. “The World Is Small Ever After For Always” was torture—it worked 
He'd won this round—but | vowed I'd be back on the screen one day! All evidence of our work 
Was locked in the Inkwell Vault, and the plans for “Bill World” were scrapped. Luckily, humanity 
Was cooking up a new sinister technology | could exploit! 


____ The 1940s! T began hanging out in nuclear 
testing ranges to see if the radiation would blast open a hole 
into my reality. It worked! For about 3 hours 


oS te WH Bid 
OFFICE MEMO * UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT. JULY 12, 1947] 
1G) S79 I i 


FROM: Commander Buck Pierson of the U.S. Army t\ U4 


At 10:5 on the morning of July 11, 1947, a triangularvairborne object was 
detected entering US airspace, crash-landing just outside»Hoswell, New uexico”” 


We phoned President Truman immediately, and he told us "not to.get_our panties 
in a twist" and that he was "busy thinking up doctrines" but to phone him "if 
anything communist-y happens." 


Our men have captured the object, which our experts have ascertained was not a 
craft but in fact a life-form of unknown origin. The life-form, wnich we contained 
in an interrogation cell after great effort, was capable of speech, and a great 
deal of sass and backtalk. 


You and the fellas aren't going to believe this. I will let the photographs SP 
for themselves. 


NAME: BILL CIPHER SPECIMEN 3 FROM HANGAR 618) 


DATE OF BIRTH: Claimed to be = ell 
“older than your mom, Jack." Our 

4nterrogator tried to tackle him for the 

4nsult was restrained and replaced 


COUNTRY OF ORIGIWs "Mme Mindscape" 
(May be code for Moscow) 


LANGUAGE: Can speak English 


ERs I'm just gonna put 
Triangle again 


BLOOD TYPR: beyond description, 
| two @F our men had to be sent to 
jtne sick tent for nau 


AUTOPSY REPORT: 

vie drew 2 dotted line on his om 
Chest and said, \"I can't wait to 
See what's inside me!" but when, 
we tried to make an incision, 
he kept disappearing and| 
Teappearing, like a television. 
set changing stations. ie| 
Claimed this was damage from| 
an “accidental reality breach"! 
and wouldn't say anything more 
Unless we got him a "really big) 
Jollipop." Finally, with a loud 
G that left our ears ringing, 
leaving a bow tie 

ng on the ground. None of 


FILE # 29121239168518 


MOTIVE: ‘prcrreoeneslaaneetaaee 
He offered a dealt he'd give us 
sensitive intel in exchange for 

a mere handshake with President 
Truman. As mich as we hate to get 
POTUS involved, a handshake seemed 
like a small price to pay to get to 
the bottom of this incident. What 
was the worst that could happen? 


Then he said, "I wonder how cool ity 


would be if all the nukes went off 
at once." : 


We decided to deny him the handshake. 


demanding me burn 
the case to them. I said, 


don't even care if this is a 
i to oblige. — 


THE SWINGIN’ YEARS 


The fastest — intoahuman’s brain j, 
. through their ears—but every band | 
THE CIPHERTONES started was a flop! Screechy and the 
Screamettes) The Unlistenables, 1), 
Nails & The Chalkboard Gang. 
Until The Ciphertones! Mery 
Rascal, Doo-Wop Devon, and 
the “Moderately Sized 
-Bopperhad a singing 
style I'd never thought 
of before: pleasant! 


a moral panic started over the lyrics: “To the sock hop / twist and jive! / Then 
proceed to construct a 

hoop of titanium } 

capable of stabilizing a > 

gateway to the dark void 
of screams.” 


Any references to me “PLUCKIN' JIM” PUCKETT 
were banned from the 
radio, except for preachy | 
hillbilly slop like this! 
On the bright side, this | am $ 
record does make a great | 

frisbee, If you find a f t ae 
copy, aim for Pluckin’ ramen 


iim Puckett’s unibrow! | 
J JUDGEMENTAL YODELINg 


Some of the original Maniacintosh Ciphervision 
1000s probably exist in your dad’s 

basement somewhere—see if you can 

find them! We had two full colors 

AND a game called “Mind- 

Sweeper” ou deleted your 

memories! Where’s my 

Game of the os 

Year award, wie 


huh? 


Zero design flaws!» 


Could these brainwash an army of grandmas 
into crocheting me a portal? Look, I was running out 
of ideas, okay! But these were QUALITY products! 


es “th! Pi 4 : 2 
\ By Martha 


Rencone| 


me PEST FWie x08 


*NOT ACTUAL SIZE 


Since 1993, we at PudgyLilDarlins™ have been hand-crafting wholesome 
collectibles, perfect for ages 79-101! Now we're pleased to release the “Tri-Angels” 
Collection, featuring designs that our founder, Martha Frubbins, hallucinated after 
accidentally inhaling toxic fumes from cabinet varnish. According to Martha, these 
adorable little characters represent “my one true master, Cipher be his name, m 
nightmares may he reign,” at which point Martha began to violently shake and foa™ 
at the mouth, gibbering in an ancient tongue not known to man. “ASSEMBLE ALL 
SEVEN COLLECTIBLES TO OPEN THE SEAL,” she screamed, black ooze leaking 
from her eyes, as her cats began to levitate. That’s our Martha! , 


CAN YOU COLLECT THEM ALL before the end-times come? Bill Cipher, the 7 


“King of Fear,” will soon be here, riding upon a chariot of chaos, and he will 
only spare those who bear his collectibles! Don’t be left behind! * > i 


GONE FS 


* Made with LOVE 
(Also made from a proprietary carbon, hydrogen, 
nitrogen, sulphur, and chlorine compound) 


| © The perfect weight to kill a man! 


333 Sundapple Lane, Cozy Creek, IL, 60714-94611 
Please Respond Promptly 


Slephone ( 
Deepest, Darkest Fear 


L had to admit it. 


My big bet on Earth was starting to look like a bad hand. Every human 
partner had double-crossed me, gone crazy, or melted from portal Vadiation, 
T was toying with the idea of giving up and blowing the horn that summon, 
S&S &K KR -e-~e to rise from the ocean and drown humanity in brine, 
when I suddenly felt a shiver through my entire body and started 
laughing. Uncontrollably. I laughed so hard that the signal was picked up on every 
radar dish from Antarctica to NASA. to the Soviet space station! I laughed so hard 
every stoplight on Earth turned yellow. I laughed so hard my tenchmaniacs slowly 
backed out of the room. 


ae Sin 


SOMEONE HAD DONE IT! 


Someone had reversed the Shaman's spell and had summoned me back t° 
Gravity Falls. WHO WOULD IT BE?! A genius? An idiot? 


Oh. 
Oh my goodness me. YES, 


It was both. 


Gaze upon him, folks! 
This is what a partner looks like. The 
ego of aking. The insecurity of a PN 
circus freak. And totally isolated (¢ ) 
from anyone who might steer him ‘UG 
clear of my plans. Society calls these 


people outcasts. I call them tenchmaniacs! 


I paid his mind a visit, and Ot, what a ROOMY 

mind it was! This guy’s LQ was off the charts— 

and he was wasting his gifts on, what? Sketching 

D-list cryptids and collecting moths? (If he ever 

tries toshow you his moth collection, throw yourself 

offadiff) 

No, no. I took alittle peek through his possible futures and giggled with delight: 
tte was destined for so much more. And those hands . . . it was suddenly 5° 
clear. The Shaman’s zodiac wasn't a cage meant to trap me: it was 4 TRICK to 
try to keep me away from the humans I could USE! Me and Sixer would be 
the perfect team. I had what he always wanted—charisma—and he had what 1 
wanted—fingers. 


Since you and me are pals, how’s about I give youa peek at something super rare? 
Sixer was a lot better at science than he was at making friends, and he tended 
to rip out journal pages that had anything to do with his issues with others -~* 
especially me. Wanna see what he was hiding? We both know you do. 


Oh; boy! 
T hope he draws 


‘ ley = Ss | 

july Ci ps onsther day, anether farted social 
irteraction. When my wartien teld me the apple pre Was 
made Grom scratch,” I replied, Gnervedible! J must mest 


the chef whe ciealed tesaterms!ihe ade a 


after Dict lly: 
fre. (J mistsch it for a phoenix! Hered 
thange way of 7 the universe @ 
24, Ese ust th ae > ae 
lang am Dose Nesta sa? 
A SAE 


«oy 
Deki ine 


( . SI have accidentally stumbled ; 
i - Ofn excerpt off our conversation... | 


“Pill. .can I call you Pill?” 


WE |) “YOU CAN CALL ME ANYTHING EXCEPT 
vA LATE FOR DINNER! HAHA! 
A h 7 THAT'S A JOKE BECAUSE I DON'T HAVE A MOUTHS 


sure, TAKE UFE ADVICE FROM A. GUY WHO \ 
Ze SLEEPS IN His OFFICE AT BACKUPSMORE. 
LIKE MOST TEACHERS, HE WAS JUST 
> intimivaten by your TALENT AND 
22> WBS TRYING 0 
Wy Li ) To FEEL LESS INSECURE ~ 
ABOUT HIS OWN 
FAILINGS! 


* ial 


‘Ding, ding; ding! Guys as smart as you Come dlong — 
“once every other century, and they scare the pants 
Off Of authority figures! Trust me, I've met ‘em alll) 
isee You on the cover of every magazine one day- 
only if you make the right chess moves in thes 
game of Life, slick! Can | call you slick?’ 4 


“Cou can call me anything except late for dinnen! 


‘Ha! You catch on-quick! | think I'm starting 
to Like you, Sixer!" 


SF think Un starting te like yeu, Pll 


‘by the way, that A- you got in 3rd grade? 
Totally unfair’ 
“OH my, GOD, uight 27? Thank you! 
Irieintein it wes qg—? g 
Perfectly legitimate “? hgitimiat (a 
use of an a oo é 
Oxford comma!’ SS) 


NL 


inchs he hes enuiched my Life since. Hs net 
pot he uncanny predictions about the foture. 
He's sped up my mind when és sluggish, and 
calmed it-doun tithen Sina anteus. Given 
me clever comebacks uwhea Im insulted, and 
<S35 af specific coordinates in tawn of Class Thee ts 
r Clas Ten ghosts He even eunred my optic 
3 nerves te allows me te se an eighth coler of the rainbou 
5 y by human eyes! é I named 
and f I could describe &t 


at spaveing. poctnes in Hh 
; a ~ ei 
Kes x 44 Dabo 
hell, disappear weeks, months ata time, and J 
ore *. tn my head? Ad fit 
L- Meriteagh? 


J “was tacing grsind the lao tyeng 
teh a Leckbedy MNoartis (# had 
‘been unlecking deers ia house uth 


4 ts ny fernal ey aams) I potted 

The calendar. My samach sank a btichen I 

Prealzed wes my birthday. This day has fet apse odd, 
pever since Oand J.. . parted way Buen wove, J opened my 
boo. te fird a pile of dead rats inexplicably Lift ther, shaped” 7 
Bike the word FORD. I have ne idea whe would. de thes. Have a 


F your sleep. Salvador Dali Loved ‘ew!’ J was flat 
be politely declined —Im nat mach of a drink ory 
f 


SN eeu 
NERE 


CR ue’ 4 Zosce antl 
= Ine Hore VIE Urns | TD st a 
| a Ei ae IF I was Bien: 

IE & Z | antennae fi , 2 cls ap _s 
a - eee | fe 5 spot piel test) ee 
(0 Oe nf | 


5 BUF 5D PLS ae 


| under the name 
Vv, BLEN Sleus’ Thad half a a 
UN BBSIEY i == te call that vl ee t 
vetend te be the Ace, hy be scare oS sha: a 
The Uy ee ee : 


Ae +3 40. tng 30 
committing cumes on as ons ay 1 ge Muse SOM 
eas tuum boll, Vdroided tse finely time aa 


“How. about that; youve got an inferior clone! Why didnt you 
just eat him im the womb? Think of how powerful youd pel 


“You cant just cat your tain, Poll? 


“Youd pe surprised what you can eat! 1 say sure, call shite | 
you Want him to start mooching off you agam! Me, ! 
went no contact with my home dimension and! = 
, dont regret it. ALL they did was hold me ee 2 
° —— = 
and sabotage my talents! Can you imagine?” 
FO 


j Take it from agly who's Eried—you cant undo the 
past! Untess you Want to thaw a giant baby out 
‘ of a glacier’ 


ae . 
if @ome again fa 


: J gues yee can never really pe home again, can you 7? 


1sure cant! My dimension Was entirely burned out of 
existence. Wanna see the only thing Left of it?’ 


B. herisved fas het; and plucked -a nngle & 
o.. ites, Ti er ane 
bees I was dumbfounded. 2 : 


‘What? Your ENTIRE: home dimension? 
destroyed? You? Pry what?” 
Id ever seen him. vat 


“By a monster’ 


—Thest tats unimage . Did ewer 
2 ee 2 unimagin 


He laughed joylenly 


_"Sixer it would eat you alive. 


a 
= 
& 


Winter has come te Gravity 
fells! Seicles are hanging from 
Ue sof, Chustmas peciah are 
3 playa oa SV [ Stamme 
Tuirikleheart- Saves Christmas 
Bet clpain 3) and progres on 
the portal has stalled. A clutch of feral 
E promes were hiding from the cold in the 
BS dimensional calibrater—it’s going ta take a 
week just te anclegthe beard hasrs/ 


Unfazed, F has been making hat cocoa and welding vivets while 
Ep: ing Chustmras 2079s on the rad. (These songs make ne sense | 
hy did Rudaloh foygeve his tovmentars for ther mechey ies 
B focal deformity? He should have used his red-hest ase ts Z 
‘ his oppressar’s warkshap ta the groand. of bessan ta all!) - 


SUM admit Tuc never e 


sweater at the rame time, (She called | 
tthe baminalle Srau- Stan! 


Ok cat Lived in foo ft year-round) j 


€ Loca rn o 
ENGLISH HOLLY qo i 


Lot in work, I was taker by 
sapere taday when SF presented 
me with a gift: a SNOW GLOBE]: : /| 
< fed buh of our Lab, complete 
ptthe the rdtion of our scrt hidden eis SESE 5 
pote» faving “merchandise.” And even Force pees j " 
a Lo Aoitted mise pak of ses firgesil glans! a 
(You have ne idea how hard thos av te find ta staves: ) “4 
Pict ry dalight yaickly sured ta ame aa 
hadnt eccurred te mete get him anything % 
atoll. F reassured me that being part 


seroatifcc Aistary was present en A. He 4 
fy, iy eahad a bald Nobu Prize one 
G32 4 day. This was more a J could bear—J. 
Fisix pincerep told him we were Taking the usehkend. off. 

GLOVES Naybe we could hunt a yeti for holiday 
at succiter fur. Why, I might even go so far as te 
Pachaw same soit of “arog.” 
| Pit F confesud that-be'r flying back heme te: visit Cnma~May 
JE Hs wack, having me in the lab alone for the holiday Of 
| 4 fie whe could fault him? J rometiones forget there do 
/ be i 
Her bear strangely abet for weeks. 


Tok En is tb tell when Dy Fag: csi laved, BANG S / 
and veces outside Rey door. Had Fi setarned. after all? 
Had he brought hes forty? oflas, I wend out and 
4 found my porch deserted, and stranger tll 


MYSTERY, FOOTPRINTS | 


E They, stat and a center f the snow. Tou: : 

BE conld this be? (hes ghantal ae. Poy ccouts have without 3 R 

Fn OM au Eee an thewwellly edie SIZES § 
; g 


event, 


RSL PROgECTILE 
oS MARMOTS 


Gravity Falbs 


DARKNESS. When J came ta found 
a singel, dela . 
7 y y went, 
ith oe 


ee 


Taig ial 


The Krampus began te speak. Ny Falk Eerman yy / 
tasty, buttittianseted ta sorrething aleng the thes 


| 7 of ‘Ahh, men mn Be bays und grb hate 


awakened! Please, Stay aur mouths uith mein - 


i plum delights fo VY? Iaddressed the barreled 


Mithee 

Ga) “Kids, Io get ts tll it shaig ft. No y Sha 

g children. Especially cman ones, devy, Hans. q 

mn Fallout exact instructions f you wantts hue! 
EE Sr 
ee what supernataral price he brand our 

4 TF will only relax you of line ete r 

p fobiday chs yo saught ansther?” Mat di pa | 

= battam. “Cad, folllere plids ave 10, mevalates ' 

Da Cray, whe are you te ray how I should bow a: fy 

; damn lp? Hou are YOU pidoing ner Vou'e a 

lucky I don't have any grenades on me!” 
be, With bis claw, he dew a 
Be snow, and I tauld se the 


Qn Py 3h at seemed. Very warm! / On the dou: Bi. ‘ 
it lacked lie bell.” My Mw Las norshere te be four! 


thet my obitaary suaull loth lie 
ate teats. teh Le « 


/) cancusnar ee ye appeared, backlit &y the sure, 
oy asmstant! F/ 


Wa enbicial I edhe 


So Blak ceed eee cine ll 


masnive fight when she waligad 


es a Chustmas present. 
hat could ches firs ap 
Ee fe 
Be ena it uth sticks and having a grat 
eS tie wd ek fromthe 
ene AIA bs hosed 
5 rahe Oe hs guns 


| ted Rect 


® “ taint S 
j Thct-ne 
i Jeallllg = 

ints therLeom 


* 


= 


ce oe iL we 


ets aioe flom my aag-coma ts rid my Mux 
Ppiddion ony Wolf lhe a watchful uff” 4 


‘Happy Halloween! Catch any Leprechauns?’ 


Guscs 10 Hartted I dropped Ps sou globe, which sheltered on the 


P green. I couldnt hide my frustration any longer. fer all 
Bihan b hae Ie tan? Fuk ie s 


“Hey, Im not the one skipping portal work to carouse with 
a third-wheel hillbilly with second thoughts 
about’ our project!" 


I stewed te argue but-he had a point. F has eemed lem and less ‘ 


have it on good authority that he daydreams about 
Shutting the whole. thipg down, I'm just saying... 
: keep avreye on him.’ 


esl by iy ccth: Ths lion Nad made me 


‘Dont sweat it, pal! When in doubt, Ive got a 
simple trick | use to figure out Who | | 
to believe.” 


SSTANLEY PINES STANFORD PINES 
Ad Astra Per Asp 


inmy mouth” 

College: -vij\De i 
Who's Askinlg?\ myn Oe KUPSMORE 
Social Clubs: 


Social Clubs: @@ 
Chess Club, Honors Society, Robotics Team, 


Stanley Pines Fan-Club! (onfymember) 
\ 
Metre System Advocacy. Society, Malhicles 
Ma 


Senior Standout: |) 
Grammarkateers, Astrono” 


Least likely to escape New Jersey 
| Podaits Association (Actually We Prefs 


Academic Rank: 
please issue this 


pbritted a “sp ssociation of Pedants, 
correction or prepare to Teeeive B VEIY lengthy 


(in tien of an answer, Stanley 
possum ¥ ig knife.) 
Pri series of Letters) 


drawing of @ 
Senior Standout: 


Most likely to succeed 
Academic Rank: 
Valedictorian 
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. 


Urban 
S had I 
q personal 
; emo! Sve quickly we-hidden them here, 


where 


News: 

Sad Willen: Mine alld 
B away from paying eyes Perhaps my Muse 
: ght F 9 getting tos cloe 


i 


F My heartpounds in my chest-and the hair stand en i fo : 
neck as J unite thes ee ue awoken from a dream PAs: 


was a cusp, fear day, and J 


, startled. From the darkness 


souls 


fac and, Bolly, J believe? 
hast 


"I GROW MADDENED" 
I desperately tried ta ash them what they meant; but 


ne matter haw hard I scwamed, resound care out: 
Ap the chanting 
ENGULFED ian 


LTH 17 


V1) af 


akg is 
. I “grew maddened” 
Wher J 


POSSIBLE ANAGRAMS 


I GROW MADDENER 


3 DREADERP MOWING 
WERSED = DREAMED GOD WIN? ’ 

NIMROD. WARNED pemicop 
DEMON WAR DID EDGE 
IM DEAD WRONGED 

DEGRADE MIND...Ow/ 


i 


Ws 


OE WAS WRONG ABO 
ENERYTHING/ 


I'VE SHUT DOWN THE PORTAL! 

DAMN IT ALL! a 
a mind reels fom harier and humiliation. Flows 
YT have been 20 fish, as ta let Prill cate mig 

j mind, and how can prevent hes es apocalypse 
a fas abandsned me bony hubris, a nd GCrpher has Be 
; be Tuas na tine ts he 7 
he ccaoy THE PORTAL, BURN MY JOURNALS, 
AND LEAVE TOWN FOREVER! Sm .: 


7 "ieee Toument me all you war Biohen : 
3, 00 "AM 


8 a aA fours. 


ta rankind, Sulen dee tial limitless, Aim 
see pre ee 


sfaction! Instead of etn. Ge Pa Hl, 
ee te DESTROY BILL INST pies: 


fe 
a. - Pre ee 4 


Fe mane A 
a p One: Fending @ way te prevent @upher frem entering 
; Slab and restarting the petal uhile Pm asleep. The Loot 

ord prstected, but Gipher can enter ry mind, s0 
Lino everthing I knsw—cedes, hidden heys,, and all, f 
WW CAN I KEEP CIPHER OUT BUT LET MYSELF IN? 
9:00 AM J 
IT WORKED! Sast-night I instaleda 
RETINAL SCANNER. Bil posession 
Md subtly alters the shape of his uictiors’ pups, : 
Neste: I can get inte my lab while awake 
8 bat Pall cannalt: However, that didnt 


) BIOR.. e fiat? 
A * 


SAAM Sy dauimyn ESAe YSBV EYIG<e XG 
ey Suomi Bt ae 


cig wig epee: enti Te Kalas 
he ing scence, children) 
a FORGOTTEN 
BILL-HUNTING SOCIETY! Though thers method sare pling 
out-of-date, some of Thess ideas are worth building on. Pre oy 
lea and improved: 


BILL- PROOF SUIT 


|. ANTI-SLEEP MEASURES 5. SPELLS & SILVER BULLETS: 
Lleadphenes will play @ Loop eee ence mached me j 
Tass seo saeiy SU Vang 


thuaagh that] 


1. DECOY BRAIN 


3. DUAL FLAMETHROWER 


ibs Rdg apo 


4, DEFIBRILLATOR 7, CLOAK. SEWN FROM. ¥ 
UNICORN, HAIR’ 
AM need ta + ‘convince a agian % 


TO DESTROY BILL ONCE a 


ee 


‘plhisak? Tet coff ty ho 
tag VERY SANE! Ganacler ™ 
ae ‘ANTI-CIPHERITE = 


) BILL CIPHER. CAN POSSESS CORPSES > 
2) BILL CIPHER CAN POSSESS CORPSE S/ 


From the GRAVES AROUND ME. arose a HORDE of 
CACKLING CADAVERS, EYES AGLOW. J saced Lor the ca, 
blasting the invaders with my shdtgun until only one stood, 


"Why one. doing this?! Wh went; have 
x " Een Cithout-a n= gees, Sela 


\ ‘Oh, come On, Sixer We both momnyou don't really want 
to be Left alone. Admit it, wou LOVE how important | 
make you feel. And! Love having a pet human in my 
pocket. Ik's a Win-Win!” 


q Dent i Aig aoe Gell I 


‘ 
i ‘Fordsy, nokody else really gets you, Rae they? 
" Withovt me, youll always feel unseen, 


? 
a 


a havent you? Who else WiLL gi 
{Te you this feeling again? Even if 

You got nid of me, youd miss me. 

ana] Admit ik, youd miss me." 

‘ J hesitated, I have mined 

you,” I uplied. He omiled. 

“Put my aim is getting better.” 

TBLASTED the last Lom- Pill to 

evhausted 


AWS 


Fie) 
| 


WY 
POST.-\T 
NOTES / 


DAMN! 7 oneks thir mavning te find o 


Aes he taped inte } ih . 
; bb be, ton a ee nypeenel A 1 


© -MERY WELL, cipHER! cand 


ITS WAR SOU WANT. : ‘ 
ITS WAR YOULL GE 


IF YOU) WANT 4 TORTURE me> 
WEE TORTURE You Back / — 


~ The World Is Small 
| Ever After for Always 


a, ee ee ca 


INKWELL& 


SEE THIS CASSETTE? 
I KNOW YOU RECOGNIZE IT! 
THAT'S RIGHT, YOUR FAVORITE SONG! 


IM GOING TO LISTEN TO THIS ON LOOP 
UNTIL IT'S STUCK IN MY HEAD, 
WHICH WILL MEAN IT'S STUCK IN YOURS! 


I WONDER WHAT AN EARWORM FEELS LIKE m4 
WHEN YOU LIVE FOR ETERNITY? READY TO FIND OUT?” 


4. WHAT DO YOU-HAVE To SAY TOMHATS 505 a 


Ip oF A Sat old ised mile © 4 


Pig ems Lwade bfe 
Hf Io sill len, es aca be warts to mabe 9 deal. I sau smoke 


4 eee 
 beving saem only t0 find a Ls pial chess sct-laid uct on 
d ‘a oe 

a 8 eae 8 and the fridge be J 


I put the tape in the ven ae 
was stunned. I almest-didat 
recognize the ucld-eyed Aermit 
slaving back on the TV: it 
sitio ens secthins Pola 
my body, from the previsus 
aight. Held recorded o message. 
"WELCOME BACK TO 
PUPPET HOUR WITH BILL! 
SAY HI, KIDS! 


TODAY'S PUPPET IS 
Ti, MY OLD PAL SIXER. 
SIXER'S HAD A ROUGH DAY. 
BUT HIS NIGHT WAS EVEN 
ROUGHER. 


WANNA SEE?" 


ng 6 ey 
MY BODY! Beery time 


~ Rabble-reusing/ 

} cénditiens! of 

| tattoo that J would 
never agnee te ep 


Cte. circumstances! 


Plamishes te my spotless | 


ciimaial wea! 


bee 


BE Pt then be crated a lent: Helplossly Iuatehed Bikes in my dail 
a body Amp up tea pay phane and: wal STANLEY'S phone’? 
Bocumber from the infomercial?! Ne. He wouldn't 


‘Hey, brother, it's Sixer lim going to take a swim in the 
Frozen Lake tomorrow, and | might not ever come back a 
50 if you don't hear from me, | just: want you to know 
that it's because | never Loved you. BUH-BYEEEEE." 


My heart was in my threct until I heard the dial tone... The 


pay phene war eut-o 


f order The menage hada ¢ gatien lhreugh., 
Bipher tarred back te addres me. 


“TSK, TSK, TSK. LOOK WHAT YOU MADE ME MAKE Yous 
DO! TOMORROW'S TAPE IS GONNA BE MUCH WORSE. = 
WANT THE SHOW TO END? GO DOWNSTAIRS AND TUR 
ON THE PORTAL. OR I'M GONNA HAVE TO SHOW YOU 
WHAT I'M REALLY CAPABLE OF” 


JF was bud, J hurled the tape ints the fre and screamed, “Gas 


haue NO POWER HERE! You're justin my:MIND! J can 

anything yeu can—” when suddenly. something. i 
pel off. My vision flickered. 
phe clack had stepped: ticking 


ors = Gone EN BLACKNESS 


BLACKNESS 


NES: 
BrACKNESS SORES 


Amy bones being pulled , prs =r 
fs fae le, I tied te cy 


“THINK, SIXER. YOU LET ME. IN, YOUR. HEAD, 

pO YOU REALIZE WHAT | CAN DO IN HERE IF 

| WANT? | CAN FLIP A SWITCH THAT MAKES 

EVERY NEURON BURN WITH PAIN BEYOND 

IMAGINATION. | CAN REWIRE YOUR OPTIC NERVE 

$0 THE SKY IS BELOW YOU, PLAY A TONE THAT GETS LOUDER AND 
LOUDER UNTIL YOU BASH IN YOUR OWN SKULL JUST To MAKE IT 
STOR. | CAN DELETE MEMORIES RANDOMLY, JUST FOR FUN, MAYBE. 
I ALREADY HAVE. WHAT DO YOU WANT To REMEMBER. YOUR 
MOTHER'S FACE? YOUR OWN NAME? WHO ARE YOU ANYWAY?" 


‘Thats vidiculous!” I shouted. Im... Im.” I panicked. J 
couldn't recall my name. J began ta shake. 
I flipped his finger like he was tarning on a Lght witch, ond t- 


came te me, 
Im Ftanf— ” 
Fhgped again. J want blank. J folt my sockets stat te strain. A, 
xcond my tendans wauld pap, my bones would splinter. I pl ta the 
fround, on the verge of vamiting. 
YOURE MY PROPERTY, DON'T FORGET IT. The hitLpiLly abandoned 
2U, Your father won't want you retUmning Without milLions, 
4U have no friends, and if you died out here in the snow, who 
MOULd even miss you? Tur on the portal. IVE WAITED TOO 
Long FOR THIS. BY THE WAY, I'M SENDING SOMEONE 
TO STEAL YOUR EYES. THAT'S NOT A JOKE. | HAVE A 
FRIEND THAT WILL STEAL. YOUR EYES. You have 
72 hours, DON'T CROSS ME AGAIN. 


T aushe prom the halluccnativon, heart pounding, te fired ry 4 
self, lceyic my hving 10om, Ek ticking, record. skipping—and 

B began te weep. He's ght. What was hee ?! Tireugh- a 
Bout all recorded history, none have stopped Pill. Who war J 


3 te believe J could be the first? Qnty ene man in the world E 
peould possibly help me. J tansacked Fs notes fo any hint of his 
k whereabsuts, only found tue vemarning iterns.in bis deh: : 
A S failed p per for the perfect O-fingered gloves . . . and Yaga 
a MT Me day caliphs oe cee q 
:. There war nething che. He was gone. 


Im out of ons. The eaves. The same 


BS Biches mustheldl the bay, 


a) aoe an avergraun Ald with nene 


i 2 i uugerous mental tracning Vhs 
; g ay happen f Gipher 
a Stanley's mind fe even one minute... 


pangy for thirty yeous EXLS F O$$O $7? CXRHtS KHX eum 


get-uch co 4 


time ta come face-ta- 
of 4 seen in 10 own 
| sa se a 


LOSING S]XER 


Oh, the melodrama. po you reelly buy that sob story? “MY POOR BRAIN? 
“MY POOR KNUCKLES!” Please! T was never REALLY going to “steal his eyes.” Those 
were just practical jokes! Some light hazing to initiate him into my gang, just like the 
rest of my Henchmaniacs! It's not my fault if Mr. Tabletop Gaming rolled a zero on 
sense of humor! But after this one little spat, Fordsy swore “eternal vengeance,” shut 
down the portal, and dedicated himself to “hunting me down throughout the 
multiverse.” Obsessed much? I know Sixer secretly loved our “will-they-won't-they- 
destroy-the-world” relationship. This was just his way of keeping things spicy! But 
the gang was worried. What about our crumbling Nightmare Realm? I told them to 


relax, I had it all figured out. So we had a minor setback? Big deal! I knew Ford 
would be back! 


I wasn’t upset at all! In fact, I decided to prove how not upset I was about our 
falling-out by knocking back a few cold glasses of “I’m Fine Juice” at O'Sadley’s 
Multidimensional Pub in the Rock Bottom Asteroid Belt of the Vicious Spiral Nebula! 
The rest of that night gets a little hazy, but according to the police transcripts 
apparently things took a turn... 


€ 


4 
. 
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77 DIMENSIONAL Aut 


CALL TRANSCRIPT 


Dimensional Authority. What's your emergency? 


Hi, yeah, 'm working the drive-through window at Burrito 
Paradox Interdi-Mexican Restaurant, and there's a— 
[mufiied sounds of explosions and screaming in the 
background] There's a triangle, I think he’s had a lot to 
drink, he ordered “one Sixer, please.” We told him that 
didn’t make any sense, and he started crying, and then 
ordered “infinite empanadas,” and we told him we don't 
offer infinite empanadas anymore after they caused all 
those time loops, and then he started just, like, trashing 
the place. He's inside the milkshake machine right now 
spinning and—[incomprehensible] 


Is anyone hurt, ma’am? 


Our manager, like, his body glitched through the ceiling 
and hislegs keep kicking and it’s making the light fixtures 
swing around. There's a kid who is crying super loud 
ecause his head was turned into a CGI watermelon. Okay, 
the triangle just filled the Mountain Dew machine with 
Plood and he just glued two customers together? There's 
nothing in the employee handbook about how to hand 


Stay calm, ma'am, we're dispatching officers right now td 
Hey, hey, he’s grabbing the phone away from me, I can’t— 


Hi, MOM, this is BILLY. I want you to [incomprehensible] 
Tm gonna be back from school soon—don’t forget to cut the 
crust off my SANDWICHES or I'll [incomprehensible]. 
Where did you all go? WHERE DID [sound of approaching 
etrens] YOU HEAR THAT? My MARIACHI BAND is 


police 
RIGHT ON TIME— 


END OF CALL 


A MINOR SETBACK 


I don't care for captivity. Even though I only spent six hours in Dimensional 
Authority Lockup for “indecent exposure” before Keyhole picked the lock and 
8 Ball ate the guards, those six hours felt like an eternity. I vowed right then 
and there—no more playing nice with the humans. I should never have given 
Sixer three days to comply with my orders! What was T, a saint? And why did I 
do it—some misplaced sentimentality? Never again! Lf I got another chance to 
get that portal open, I wasn’t going to miss it. And I got my second chance, 
all right! 


WEIRDMAGEDDON 


Look, you already know what happened next! Using tenth-dimensional 
cunning and charisma, I returned to Gravity Falls, played the family against 
each other, and FINALLY got the BRIDGE BETWEEN WORLDS that I’d 
dreamed of for so long! And that stupid prophecy didn’t stop me! In your 
face, Shaman! Do we really need to dwell on what happened afterward? 


Yes, L was shattered. YES, it was a dirty trick. NO, I’mnot upset. Because since 
then, D’ve gained the ability to finally find a human partner better than Ford 
in every way. After infinite disappointments, infinite failures, I've found a 
human partner who won't double-cross me or jerk me around! One who 
UNDERSTANDS the TRAGEDY of my GREAT VISION DENIED! 


I'VE FOUND You! 
I think it’s finally time to tell you... my plans. 


T've got a confession to make, amigo! This whole 
time, while you've been consuming my book's riveting “content” 
like a piglet suckling wisdom-milk, I’ve been inside your brain making some... 
changes. Only little things! Snipping out your SHAME and FEAR CENTERS, 
deleting useless memories (who needs to remember the year 2017?) and 
hyperdeveloping your tHypnagogic Lobe to make you the perfect conduit 
for ... my plans. Why do you think I actually wanted all that blood? For 
“INK”? Get wise, kid! I needed it to induce mild delirium so you wouldn’t 
notice my tune-ups! Just standard sleight of hand, I assure you—all for the 
greater good! Focus on the doughnut, not the hole, Jack! Because you're 
about to become the MOST LMPORTANT PERSON IN HISTORY! 


‘THE VESSEL 


Your mind is finally tuned just right for the big day. You get 
to go to Gravity Falls, shake my statue’s hand, and then IT 
#appens. WE-‘TRADE PLACES 

I take over your body, and you get to hang 

out in my cushy VIP pad in the afterlife 

while I use your meatmobile to fire up one 

of the earth’s remaining portals. Once I 

restart Weirdmageddon, we'll swap 

back and RULE THE WORLD 

TOGETHER! 

THERE’S NO WAY IT 


CAN GO WRONG! 


| ve never done this from beyond the grave, so there's a chance tt could kill 
" us both, but NO RISK, NO REWARD. I removed your hesitance neurons 

. and amped up your impulsivity center, so I KNOW you want to do it! A free 
.__ vacation fram your body, and when you wake up, WORLD DOMINATION! 


~~ 


YOUR BODY TO BOOT UP A PORTAL! 
j MA THAT DARK AGES ONE STILL WORKS! 


H MY POWERS RETURNED, I REASSEMBLE 
th AGAIN! WE BOTH GET OUR BODIES BACK! 
[IRDMAGEDDON 2.0, BABY! WE TURN THE 
LAID, CRUSH THE PRESIDENT INTO A FINE 
E, AND RULE LIKE GODS! (MAY FLOOD EVERY 


TY, SET OFF THE VOLCANOES, SPLIT THE EARTH 
N HALE, BLAH BLAH BLAH.) 


THE PINES. WITH SHARP OBJECTS! 
EEEEEEEEE! 


POSSIBLE DEATH TOLL: POSSIBLE FUN TOLL: 
INFINITE! 


78 BILLION 
\ You wanted your life to have meaning—this is it! You're in it with me, ride or 
) | de, for the UL TEMATE PRIZE! EVERYONE WILL FEAR YOU! YOU'LL EVEN 
FEAR YOURSELF! AND UNLIKE THAT BACKSTABBER SIXER, YOU WONT 
BACK DOWN WHEN THE KLTCHEN GETS HOT! Right? RIGHT??? 


rouyuweons ARE YOU 
QUESTION: 71 ] rH ME? 


za ‘again. "We, Im WE ies eye a 
ansther lecture. T vealize I cannst admonish you fa: a 
Mieading along ory move than J can admonish m 

fer the same sin, Its tiue, Tue hertated in hreusaga ¢ 

his book. away. I found myself d- dawn inte a fa an 


PBhivloeel of what- op. What of thes book ae Bi 
Wibeciets needed te protect my pouty? What L 2 ng 
tin the uiftis what Pill pace all alang / a 


(rer ant Aeuerse iy chole Po De Pe) that whey a 


7 Co aftr days of agonige 


tenitemplation te find “ta my —that “nll aa 
atading the bsok, wutilond, t Stanly, Dy dass, 
end Wendy VO tid ts explain the bisl daa i. 
eae were in, when J realized: Nore of them we) 
rf Nave of of then were harmed. ad a (> ss 
re their eyes... frsm la at his ‘we 
| tesive them! pe Pe ee 


Pilosk secret. I isight Siac, sealect 
cect, patting yell 


. a are Mae ag 


ae 


with them, it went from a@ davk secret... 
joke didnt se me as an Wedeerinte scerewup. 
said, “Oa, you post +s just a grant pile of mistakes te 
ngra fatens— you wally are a Pines!” And as ue wad 
book together, it became increasingly hea. This isnt 


dark bible ov cursed gateway—its the last pathetic g°P 
hasbeen whe feaw tis org stlen. Pill isn't a ged, 
aineedy theater kid in warch of a stage. 3 
es making itall up as he ger along. fll he really war 
fe w ts keep veading. Precause as lang as were veading, ( 
Me peng hum hes veal lifeblood: aot power, attention. You 


hill an idea, but you can think of a better one. Pill 
tell that h ‘ness regurres conguert laries and 

pM you that happiness requcwes conguenng 72 

vig , but Ive en enough of the universe te tell Fi 


ke 


§ C ® Hiiillll! Mabel | | just got a new pen thats, like 


five pens in ene? Sé I'm genna write each sentence in 4 
different color and it Ul be like reading a ranbaw! 


Okay, s@ Grunkle Ford asked for me to write 4 warning 
in this evil beak! When | Ceeked inside, it said ‘A Guide te 
Everyane Whe Ever Had a Crush on You. | 

for my bleed?! Nice try, buster! This gal anby gives her 
bleed te het vampire decters! 


Anyway, Bill seems to me like 4 super-needy ex, and | 
think we can all agree—time te move on, girl! Bill, if 
youre reading this from space or hell or wherever, heres 
my tips far getting ever Grunkle Ford! 


4) Try dyeing er cutting your hair! Nothing says ‘moving en’ 
fike breakup bangs! Wait, de yeu even have hair! Get hair! 
Then dé s@mething different with it! 


2) Rebéund! Ge crush én someene elses uncle! Actually, 
maybe stay away fram uncles for a while. Wer ul 
3) Talk it out! 1 tell all my problems to 


my thera-pig, Dr. Waddles, MD. ('MD" 
stands fer "My Daring") 


Anyway Bill—you tried te 
Kill ry brother If | ever see 
you again Im doing this! 


Deal with it! 


This is Dipper Pines, mystery hunter, survivor of the 
apocaly PSé, scribe of the dark unknown 


AND FUTURE RUNWAY SHORTS MODEL! 


Mabel! You had your own page! Anyway, to the reader— 
your obsession with Bille | get it, man! But sometimes 
hunting monsters can turn you into a monster yourselF. 
Don't forget to also hunt down sunshine, friends, and 
the occasional shower. 


Bill, if you're somehow reading this trom whatever 
quantum afterlife you wormed your way into, listen up, 
man. You tried to kill my sister. If | ever see you again 
outside of my nightmares, there is no force in the 
universe that will stop me from putting you in the ground. 
loutsmarted the US government, leapt of F a clif£ and 
punched through a robot's head, defeated zombies, 
outsleuthed Sherlock Holmes, and survived the start of 
puberty. Come at us again and I'll end you. 


Wow, Dipper! Se confident! 
Was it... was it too contident? 


Na, it was just right! 13 Usoks good on you! 


Technically a teen, 


DIPPER PINES 


PS: 4, Ws oongn WEY Ber Bsy 28 sige E 
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| Oh GREAT, now I gotta write 
something about Bill? What a 
buncha %?%$ IX @&? 
ee nem 


Look, the LittLe wise guy aint 
that complicated. | only met 
him once and he cried Like 
: a baby and then | punched 
enim bo death. What more 
” do you need to know? Sixer's always 
got some ghoul or warlock chasing after him, 
Pointy was just the jerk of the week. Triangles 
are overrated anyway. Get some curves, narc! 


Yeah, | Looked at his so-called book. Too many 
words if you ask me! 1 saw a section called 
“How to Win the Lottery Every Time." Hal I've 
broken into Lhe Oregon State Lottery HO on 
two separate occasions Cfor reasons | will not 
elaborate on) and I know that winning Ehe 
Lottery is impossible! 


Look, take it from a master com artist—if a deal 
seems boo good to be true, that's because it 
is! Except for at Lhe Mystery Shack, where 
the deals have NEVER BEEN BETTER! 


| (sixer's telling me not bo turn this into an ad for 
the Mystery Shack. Guys got no business sense!) 


Here's the one thing | don't get, though. So we 

erased BLL. BUE his ghost is writing a book, right? 

| So where is he right now? If he hasnt. told you, 

Me it's probably because he hates it there! Otherwise 
| hed be braggin’ about the aftertife nonstop, right? 


Iguess there's some space Left, so] might as well 
vamp. Wanna hear a joke? Here it goes: BiLL Cipher's 
whole LIFE. 


Anyway, if you're in the Arctic, Look me up! If you 
cant tell the difference between me and my 
~ brother I'm the attractive one. Born with it, baby! 
Also, who the heck am | writing 60? And why am 
I Writing for free? What do | Look Like, a fortune 
Cookie? You owe me for this wisdom, cheapskate! 
_ No refunds! 


_~-STANLEY PINES 


| PS:IF BiLU’s so smart, how come we're 
| 82 much happier than him? 


PS: Look, what Ijust 
IPPed in half! Suck it! 


Fa 


ISN'T. THAT. ADORABLE. 

What cute little characters with their quaint 
little story ares! As if you care! If they think 
you'll throw away your GODLY DESTINY just for, 
some RANDOM MORTAL FAMILY; THEN THEY 
DON’T KNOW YOU THE WAY I Do! 
~ oe 


NO, the Pines mean NOTHING to you! 


You gave me your blood. You let me into your mind. 
“YouKILLED an ELE [pe me without even 
BLINKING! And Mow you're ready ... for our deal. 

Right? 
_ YOU'RE READY FOR OUR DEAL, RIGHT? 
20 Gos No. SOMETHING'S WRONG! 


2 BEAMSEE INSIBEVOUR HIND. 


pone 


AFTER EVERYTHING I DID FOR You! I 

SHOWED YOU MY CHILDHOOD! I BROKE 

THE FOURTH WALL FOR You! AND THIS 
TS HOW YOU REPAY ME? 


IT’S HIM AGAIN, ISN'T LT? 
I KNEw IT! 


HE’S THE ONE WHO TURNED YOU AGAINST 
ME! THAT FUMBLING IDIOT CON MAN! 
THAT WEAKER COPY OF SIXER! 


STANLEY! 
STANLEY!MHM 


wet 


— hee 


: ie 
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it 
ei 
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i, BOL 


'. ‘oo 
“.-* *L00K, FROM ONE Gop To ANOTHER,- ~~ 
= WHO CARES: I TRIED TO KILL THOSE- BROTHERS? 
SSeS oe S ee r 

Ac YM 700 COOL AND FUN 90. DIE 4 

— JUST GIVE THIS ANGLE ONE MORE TRI” 


THE AK SIGHED IN A KNOWING WAY 
- HE EXPECTED THIS WAS WHAT -BILUD SAY 


‘YOU CANNOT REGROW THROUGH DENIAL 

Fs ~¥OU'LL HAVE T0 FACE MY HARDEST TRIAL 

: SEE MY PROGRAM 10 THE END i 
- °.. H8N YOU May YET LIVE scan” 


ii eae: —_ _ 
. ‘AM. I FIGHTING DEMONS? EATING GHOSTS?” 
oe —- “YOU'RE GETTING WHAT YOU- NEED THE Most” 


“ONE WAY TO ABSOLVE YOUR CRIMES 2 
20. CHANGE YOUR FORM WILL TAKE 
SOME TIME,” 


oe one 

THIS SALAMANDER WAS A. SCHMUCK! ~ 

’ EASIER THAN HE EVER THOUGHT 17, 
- ' ‘HE FAKED REMORSE— 
THE GUPPY BOUGHT IM 

IN COMBAT BILL WAS UNDEFEATED. => =") 

WHATEVER CHALLENGE, HE COULD BEAT It: et 


BILL SHOOK THE AX’S HAND WITH GLEE ed 
~-HOW BAD COULD THESE ‘TRIALS-BEr | ™ 


PATIENT NAME: BILL CIPHER 
REFERRED BY: THEAXOLOTL 
CRIMES AGAINST REALITY: Memory Laundering, 
Breaking and Entering the Fabric of Space-Time, 
Chrono-infanti-Regicide, Multilevel Marketing, 
Psychic Torture, the “2nd-Dimension Incident,” 
Weirdmageddon. 


INDEFINITE KAR 


REHABILITATION 
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witnessed. To explain—you have-been contac 
_tules by patient #323322 from the Dime! 
Security Wellness Center. Eversince the Ax 
-aunique case. On his first day he starteda one 
placed in the “Solitary Wellness Vaid.” We un 

| for new patients, which is why we've put-a\ 
“TRY angle!” We think that will help::) : 
I 
i i Here at the Theraprism, we bi 

good behavior, former wizards, world-eating titans, 
many exciting options for reincarnation F 
|of fungal spores! Unfortunately, Mr. Cipher: recently used his “Therapeutic ? 
/“dournaling” Arts and Crafts hour to reach persica areca aac 
of our rules about contacting outside dimensions. 


/Do not worry—if there is a better self to discover inside, our patients always | 
discover it. Even if it takes forever. Especially if it takes forever! We will grant 
Mr. Cipher 5 more minutes of journaling time to finish his session-and then we 

| \jowil be confiscating this book! And then: PUPPET HOUR! 

—ORB OF HEALING LIGHT #D-SM5 
PRAISE THE AXOLOTL 


"SURED! 


FENDA Rave age 


BUTTERFLY 
Hep exits | IKE KON 


FINE. IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED TO SEE? 
Are you happy now? This is where they stuck me—an overly 
medicated Kafkaesque health-hole with loser-tier “villains” from every 
reality until I learn some kind of “lesson.” I thought you'd have the 
stomach to break me out early, but you turned out like all the rest! Just 
like my worthless Henchmaniacs, who haven't called. Just like my 
miserable family, who tried to snuff out my talents! Just like SIXER, who 
RUINED MY ONE SHOT AT LIBERATING REALITY! 


FINE! Have it YOUR way! What have I learned in therapy? NOTHING. 
THIS DUMB ROCK CAN'T KEEP ME CONTAINED FOREVER. I don’t 
need a million followers—I just need ONE. IT’S ONLY A MATTER OF 
TIME, AND I HAVE ALL THE TIME IN THE WORLD. There’s ALWAYS 
another human. SOMEONE else will pick up the book. SOMEONE will 
shake my hand! One day, when you least suspect it, IL BE BACK! 


AS FOR YOU—you betrayed me! I'm severing our connection and cutting 
out our best memories! SNIP, SNIP! Remember the chapter about the 
Bermuda Triangle? NO? GOOD-it’s already working! Soon this will all 

seem like a dream. You won’t be seeing me. But I'll be seeing you. 


Because no matter what the idiot counselors in this smiling cage say, I 
don’t need anyone, I NEVER HAVE, and I DON'T MISS ANY OF THEM! 


TM FINE! || 
ete 
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Tm using tiy Sotmal BOIEAN HANDS'to waite a 
message in stupid human letters commanding you 
Aa Tie Peek ok BLE: 
i th Wok ens cows bhes vad kw 
‘© story of Bill Cipher, his moot oryptic riddles, 
2° darkest deals, and GREAT edVICE for what to 
> do with, your sad pathetic LIFE: Ané it’s. written 
by.the greatest writer of all time, ~BeMsCiphes 
= Alege Hatezpeh, « human! A regulartpam made 
out of meat and goo! ALEX ISNt DEAD! HES 
HES FINE HES FINE HES FINE 
HE’S FINE. >=: 
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at were weird, 
as too weird 


“] thought T liked things th: 
his book w: 


® 
. but I was wrong: T 

J nauseous just thinking about 
contained within. 


me to ‘Normal AY 
irts out to sea on @ 


se for me. I feel 
the horrifying psychosis 
Ym legally changing my 24 
and pushing all my Hawaiian shi 


now 
ok at all costs!” 


parge Avoid this, bo 
_eweird. Al” Yankovic 


Guillermo <del Toro 


“Look, I hate to disagree ‘with Guillermo and Normal 
Al, but I love this: thing! Ever ‘since I read it, I kee, 
Henig this.screaming in my brain that ie stop! i 
I'm buying a copy for everyone I know! We love ar 
We love Bill!’ We love’ Bill!” Z 
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